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 CovrTEOUS READER, 


F thou art acquainted with the Dim 

Life, I nerd met inform thee, thut alu 
all the As and Exerciſes of Devition are 
ſwert and delightful, yet we never reſemble 
the Blejjed IWorſh ppers abet more thun 
u hen toe are joining together in public De- 
dortont, and with Hearts and Lifts am 
feigned, /mging Praiſes to him who jitteth © © 


upon the Throne for ever. Yor age 
Hymns compoſed for ſich a Purpeſe ger 
tc und much in Thank/tiu ng,' and to bi” 
of ſuch a Nature, thet all u he attend my a 
join in them without being obliged to fing 
Lies, or net fing at «ll. — hn this Plan 
the following Collection of Hymns is founded, ” 
— They are intended parely fir ſoctal Ne 
Aip, and /o altered in ſome Particulars, that © 
1 think ail may ſafely concur in uſing them 
They are i ort, becauſe I think three or ur 
Stanzas, with a Doxolegy, ars fu. 
be ſurg at one Time. I am no great Friend 
to long Sermons, long Prayers, * or lng 
Hymns. They generally weary inſtead of 
edifying; and therefore I thisk fhould 4 
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r PREFACE. 
avoided by t heſe who preſide in ary pe 
WW fb pping A'embly. Beſides, as the Gene- 
-ality of the who recerve the Gaſpel are 
eammonly the Pear of the Flack, I have 
Huch in a little is what God givei us in his 
ird Aud the mare we imitate ſuch a 
Method in our public Pes firm inces and 
Devotions, the nearer we come up te the 
ni given "4 in the "vamp ay think 
g juſtifiable in publifhing ſome Hymns 
| 8 Naben. 2 the Uſe of the So. 
” cizty;. becauſe ſomething like it is practiſed 
in our Cathedral Churehes ; but much mo e 


« the Bok of the Rrvelations, anſwering one 


a ' aacther in their heavenly Anthems. That ; 


dr all may be inſpired and warmed with a 
dike divine Fire tubiiſt ſinging below, and be 
tranflated after Death to join with them in 


N Reader, * 
Thy ready Servant, for Chrift's Sake, 


* 
ws 4 G. W . 
- * * 


* fudied Cheapneſs, as well as Conciſeneſs.— 


© fo becauſe the Celeſtial Choir is repreſented in 


«ging the Sang of Moſes and the Lamb 
— is the earneſt} Prayer of, Courteous 


r — 


Bic'ſs, O my Soul, the living God 


IN D 'E' XZ. 


Debtor to Mercy alone - 

A Good High- prieſt is come 
Ah! lovely Appearance of Death | 
Alas! and did our Saviour leed 85 
All Glory to God, and Pence upon Earth 163 
All Hail! the Great Immanuel's Name 2;8 TI 
A:l-wwc, a i-2ncd, A'inigitty Lord 154 
And are we Wret: hes vet alive 
Array'd in morta Flesh 
Attend whihe God's eternal Son 
Awake, aud fing the Song 
Avike, our Sulz, awny our Pears 
Awake, my Heart, ariſe wy Tongue -- 
Aw iy. from every mortal Care 
Away with our Fgars | 
B F fore Jehovah's au fil Throne 

J vegin my Tongee ſome heavenly 

Begin, ye Saints, the happy Song 
Ber old how Sinrers difagree 
behold what woud'rous Grace 
Ve rr. ſent at ot Table, Lord 
Beude the Goſpel Pool 
bl: fed are the Sons of God g 


icls the Lord, my Soul; and raiſe ; 
Ble l are the Souls that hear and know” 59 
Eleſt be the dear uniting Love © -- 
Bleſt be the Father and his Love 
Bl. it by Jeſu's Providence 
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' avoided by theſe who preſide in ary pub 
| Wo fb pping A\embly. Beſides, as the Gene- 
| rality of thre who receive the 'Gaſpel ave 
'. eammonly the Pear of the Flock, I have 
4 Kudie Cheapneſs, as well as Conciſeneſi.— 
Much in a little is what God gives us in ht 
ird — Aud the more we imitate ſuch a 
| Aﬀethed in our public Performinces and | 
. Devotions, the nearer we come up ta the 
ters given - in the 2 think 
1 uftifiable in publiſhing ſome H 
* e for the Uſe of the Se. | 
cietys. becauſe ſomething like it is prattied 
© ax our Cat bedral Churches ; but much mo e 
* fo becauſe the Celeſtial Choir is repreſented in 
the Bok of the Revelations, anſwering one 
eber in their braven) Anthems. That 
ru all may be in ſpired and warmed with a 
e divine Fire wihillt ſinging below, and be 
| gxanflated after Death to join with them in 
eint the Song of Moſes and the Lamb 
*  abeve, is the carne? Prayer of, Courteous 
4 Reader, © N r ran 
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IN D EIX. 


Debtor to Mercy alone 
| A Good High- prieft is come 
Ah! lovely Appearance of Death „ 
Alas! and did our Saviour Eleed 8 
All Glory to God, and Pence upon Earth 163 
All Hail! the Great Immanuel's Name 23 
A!l-wilc, a'l-gocd, Almighty Lord 
And are we Wretches vet alive 
Array'd in morta Fleſh 
Attend whihe God's eternal Son 
A 280, aud fig the Song 
Awake, our Souls, away ourBiiry-” 
Awake, my Heart, ariſe my Tenge 
Away from every mortal Car | 
Away with our Fgars 4-28", 


E fore” Jehovah's au fat Throne 
Begin oy Tongee ſome Song . 
Beyin, ye Sainty, 8 happy * 
Benold how Sint ers dffagree f 
Behold what woud' tous Grace 
Pe rrefent at our Table, Lord 
Bende the Goſpel Pool 1 
Bl-fed are the Sons of Goc RR > 
: Bicſs, O my Soul, the rie God 2 | F 
Bleſs the Lord, my Soul; and — „ 
Ble!l are the Souls that rear and Eno 59 
Bleſt be the dear unitin 33 
Bleſt be the Father kts Lo Lore 


buen by Jeſy's Procden es 
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one, thou Almi ng + 1 
48 1 ome, thou Fon oP ev'ry Bleſſing 179 


nee. 
Page 


IB dood haz a Voice to pizice the Skies * +93 
+ |} _ Biood of Jeſu's Wonnds, how good 113 

| Blow ye the Trumpet, blow 195 
Biretkren, let us join io bleſs 142 
{© , Brethren ſing, tis right you ſhou'd | 127 
| . Buried in Shadows of the Night 49 
9 Hildren of Iſrael, ſee what ſhade we3 

1 A_ Children of the heav'nly King 143 

| 8 Chriſt from whom all leſſings flaw 136 
Christ whoſe Glory fills the Skies it 
„Clap your Hands, ye People all 34 
Dome, all harmonious League; 23 
Come, and let us ſweetly join | 132 
Dome, deareſt Lord, deſcend and duell 62 
1 Dome, deſcend, O heav'nly Spirit 209 
$3” Come; divine Immanuel, come 142 


gil:y Souls, and flee away 63 


Come, | 
Some. Rapp, Souls, approach your God 88 
& - Come, holy Ghoſt, our Hearts inſpire 22 


Some, holy Spirit. heav'aly Dove 3 
Come, let us adore 10 
dme, let us aſœœend 189 


Come, let us join our chearſul Songs 49 


: Come, let us liſt our joyful Eyes gz 
Tome, my Rretiuen, Lune !%s Raco 39 
„Come, my Father's Family 144 


Gone: my Saul, before the Lamb 68 


TS I & ©. 
Come, thou long-expected Jeſus 


Come, we that Love the Lord 
Come, worſhip at Immanuel Fcet 
Come, ye Lovers cf the Lamb 


| 
Come, ye Sinners,.poor and wretched 
a Creator, Spirit, by whoſe Aid 
/ Zire{l of all the Names above 
2 Deareſt Saviour, help thy ſervant. 238 
3 Deep in the Duſt, before thy Throne 7 
3 | Deſcend cefeſlial Dove . 8 
6 Deſcend from Heav'n, immortal Dove: 3 
x Diſciples of Chriſt 97 
4 Diſmiſs us with thy Blefling, LN 2721 
3 Down headlong from the native Skies 7 
* RE Fileep for ev'ry Faveut _ 1 
29 F. chful Bridegroom, holy Lamb 190 f 
* Far from our Thoughts, vain world. 8 
85 Father, cur Hearts, we lifc | 

Father, San and Holy Gholt 
28 Father, Son and Spirit, hear © 


Firm as the Earth thy Goſpel fands 
99 For all the, Blefſings of the Day 
' From all that dwell below the % es. 
From thee, my Ged, mv loys ſuan 
lver of Concord, Prince ot 
. Give Thanks to God mol 
Give to the Father Praiſe. 8 


Give us thy Nags | thay God 


Glory be to God on high 


ory to our gracious Donor 
Glory to God on high, 
God of my Salvation, hear 
God moves in a myſterious Way 
Grace, how exeeruing ſweet to thoſe 
Brace! dis a charming Sound 
| | Guide me, O thou yp near Jehovah 


Ail holy, holy, holy Lord 
Hail the Day that fees him rife 
Happy he who e er believes 
Happy the Heart where Graces 
Happy the Man to whom is given 
ER Hark ! cult Soul, how every Thing 
Hark! the herald Angels fin 
Head of the Church Triumphaat 
He comes! he comes! the Judge 
Fe dies ! the Friend of Sinners dies 
Hence, from my Soul, ſad Thoughts 
MRHMicher ye poor, ve fick, ye blind 
Ho! every 


| one tha. s draw 
2 Wo Lamb, who * m—_ 
- Ho! Pilgrims (if ye Pilgrims be) 
Hoſannah to 1 on high 
Hoſannah to our conqu'ring King 
Haſannah to the Prince of Light 
"How can we adore e 
"How condeſcending, and how kind 
How empty was vur former Beat 
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IN 9 A KX. 


How glorious the Land 

How heavy 1 is the- AN gh pa” 6 
How mr any Ves have we been 
Row plraſant, how divinely fair 
How ſad our Stmꝶfęe by Nature is 
How ſweet the Name of Jeſus founds 
Husbard of thy rar" | 


ESU, let thy. = 
Jeſu, Lover dt = 
ſu, ſhew us thy Salvation 
eſa, thou doft cry aloud * 
Jeſu, thy Blood aug 1 
feſas come, our dea ; 
Jeſas I love thy charming Nane 
Jeſus, Lord, we look to thee 
eſus my all to Heav'n i i: gone 
ſus, we blefs thy Father's N 
Aus v died a World to fave | 
If ever it could come to paſs, 1 | 
Ay not aſham*d to own 7 br 29 
Jeſus is yourg * * 
F kaow hoe Nader ow 0 
ta every Trouble tharp and 
Infinite Grief, amazing Wer 
In filent Sadneſs, Pm re 
Join all the glorious Names 
Join-all who love the Saviour's 
Is there a Thing beneath tlie 2 
J here a Thing _ 
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Fve found the Pearl of greateſt 
Iwill lay me down to Sleep 


ING of Saints, to whom are 


2 with Guilt, Sinners arſe 
Lamb of God, wlioſe 2 
Lamb of God; we fall before thee , 
t Angels and Archangels fin 
25 — mortal Ear — - 
Loet God the Father live 
Let them neglect thy Glory, Lord 
Let us, the dheep by. eſs named 
of up your Eyes to th' Heav'nly 
— cometh ! countleſs Trumpets 
have we ſat beneath the Sound 
„accept our fecbl. Praiſe 
L. and God of heav'nly Powers 
Tord, diſmĩſs us with thy Bleſſing 
Lord, look on all aſſembled here 
Lord, make me faithful to my call 
ard, of the Worlds above 
rd, thou haſt bid thy People pray 
Lord, we adore thy va! Deſigns 
Lord, we are vile, conceiy'd in Sin 
* we come before thee now 
rd, we would ſpread our (ore 
ard, what a Heav'n of ſaving 
Love brought down God's d-ar only 
c divine, all Love excelling 
Toving Saviour, Prince of Pence 


TH DX. 


EET and right it is to ng 

Mercy, good Lord, Mercy 
Mufing on my Habitauon 
My God, my Life, my Love 
My Ged. my Portion, and my Love 
My moſt indulgent Saviour 
My Soy}, come meditate the Day 
My Soul, repeat his Praiſe | 
My Time, Oh ye Daughters 


Ature with all ter Pow'rs 199 

None but Jeſus will we fing 274 
No farther go to Night, but flay | 
Nat all the Blood of Beaſts 
Nothing but thy Blood, O Jefus 
Now begin the heav*'nly Theme 
Now tor a Tune of lofty Praiſe 
Now for a wond'rous Song 
Now in a Song of gratefal Praiſe 
Now from the Altar of aur Hearts 
Now mas the Spirit's holy Fire 
Now to the Lord a noble Song "4 
Now to the Power of God fopreme- © - 


— _ in Muſc div mer 
come as jan, taget ex 

O come thou vounded Laboe 7 
Offspring of. David, David's Raot R 9 
Of him who did Salvation bring 90 
O God, how endlefs. is thy Love | as 
Oh ! for a Glance of heav*nly Day 219 
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IH D E X. 


Oh ! ths Delights, the heav” nly 
Q Tefa ! our Lord, thy Name be 
O Lord how great's the Favour 
- Q Lord how many are cur Foes 
Q 2 our God, how wond' tous 
O Love divine, how ſweer thou art 
O — I bear an humble Part 
- © Lov- divine, what hat thou cone 
Onde ſlaughter'd, now exalt:d Lamb 
O Saviour, thou thy Myiterics 
4 
O tel! we no more 
8 thou im whom the Gentiles truſt 
Oar d. ow!y Powers, why ſleep ye f 
Our God reigns, ye Lands rejoice 
Dur Lives, our Blood we here 
y 0 when ſhall we, ſupremely bleſt 
x P Plung's in a Gulph of dark 
oor Sinner, come, caſt off thy Fear 
Praiſe God, from whom all Blefgs 
Praiſe ye the Lord, exalf hs Name 
Fraiſe ye the Lord, tis good to 12110 


R your triumphant Songs 
R 
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Art'ners of a glorious Hope 


ejoice the Lord is King 
ſe, my Soul, adore thy Maker 
Riſe, my Soul, and fireteh thy 
. © Riſe our Squls to praiſe the Cate 
_- Q ye _ of * riſe 
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IN D R X. 


Alvation ! O the joyful Sound 


S.y cur, canſt thou love a Traitor 
Szwiour, King affume thy Pow'r 
Saviour of the World attend 

See a poor Sinner, deareſt Lord 
dee my Soul, with Wonder fee 
Shout to the Lord, and let our Joys 
Siace all che downward _—_— 
Sing to the Lord Je * 3 Name N 
Sing we to our God above | 
S\nners obey the Goſpel Word 
Soldiers of Ohrift, ariſe 

Son of God, thy Blefling grant 
Source of Light and Fox divine 
Sure thy Name is wonderful 
Sweet is the Wark, .d -— 
Sweet the Moments, richin Bleſing e 


AKE my poor Heart, juſt 26 
Teachme the Meature ef my. 
Tell us, O Women, wEwou'd know: 
Thanks be to God, whoſe fairhful 
Thee we adore; eternal Name 
The God of Abrat'm praiſe 

The King of Glory ſends his Yoh 
The Lord of Earth and Sex 
Thc Lord ſupplics his Propte's News 
The Lord the 8 1 #6 


IND AX. 


There is a Land of pure Deli he 
There is a Fountain filled with Blood 
The Sdviour 'who. kept us To-day 
£ Sun of 2 m 
; This God is the God we 
Fountain of Chriſt | 
is is the Day the Lord hath made 1 
Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb It 
2 py biden Lone of God, whoſe 147 
bu Shepherd of Iſr'e] divine 185. 


"| ns did the Sons of Abrah"m pas, 99 
* —— Lord, ſurprize our 77 
Mercy. my God, is N 233 

E: kniſh'd, the Redeemer aid 53- 
I'S, * tis do 154 
all my Vileneſs, C | 22 

| ns Moo 2 0 . | 
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2 | 
= 
War reigns on 5 | 
| Vain ac the ee *. 1 


Ver ene of the n= iy 


Et Pay of Re 
Welcome tweet Day of Reſt 
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2 bleſſed — 
Well 4 
We magni 


we Ang to tee. 


s gone 
thy Grace, O Lord 


90 
We bien der pu Yn he 7 


What equal Hapeon fall we 8 
What gooJ 2 1 — . 
What foyfal News 3 8 
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ION's C ren 1 


A H HYMN to "the Hoty Guos r. 
. „ Bxtrafed ſrom the Ordination Office. 
= 

' OME Hor r Gnosr, our Souls in- 


fpire 
2 lighten with Cele/lial Fire, 
"Thou the anointin * art, 
2 deft f thy ſeu 4 Gifts impart. 
ble from above, 

„ Life, and Fire of Love. 
Egable with perpetual Light 
The Dae of our blindet Sight. 
:Anoint and chear our ſoiled Face, 
— 3 8 1 11 

eep far our e Peace at 
Where theu art Guile m WM can 2 
Teach us, to know the FATHER, Sen, 
nd thee, "of beth, te be but One ; 


flow, © 
Penile Him Aeg! here R 
Praiſe Him above ly. Hoſt, . 
a 


Praiſe F SEE 1 n br Hour, 


Dan 916 0 ID s £401 1 


— — — — 2 


—_— NM N = * 
ts id | 
PUBLIC 2 


H VNN 1. 1 5 
* the; Opening ef e 6 
£1. mox ahe I Spirits 8 = 


His Dae — — N * 
3 — e 


28 Nee bro 7 
Unleſs thou'rt preſent here, yy” 
Our Songs of Praiſt eue ad es, ak 
We utter heartleſs P . 
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ff x H YM N II. . The ſame. 
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Ak from our Thoughts, vain World be 
Let our: —— Mars alone; l 
0 . our By es 2 + & 


We wait A Vilie, trom thee, 


= aa «i.e cal  £# Eto # 
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0 warm our Hearts with Holy ,Fice, 

And kindle there a, pure Deſire, 

Come, our dear 'Jefus, from above, 

And feed our Souls with beawuly = ms F 


| 
| 
I! Bleſt Jeſus, what x: deliious Fare. 
| 
| 


How ſweet thy Ente inments ave! | 
Never did Angels- — 5 above,“ 


Redeeming Grace, and dying Love. 


T Hail, great Immanuel, all Divme:! | 
In thee thy Father's Glones ſhade. - 
Thou . ſweeteſt, faireſt One, 


That Eyes have 5 


der I 
"v3 re . #s +.” 
ORB, we come before thee no. 

At thy e 
Spe r Suit diſdain, . | 
Shall we ſeek-thee, Lord, in vain? 
Lord, on thee our Souls depend; 5 
In (ompaſſend now deſcend ; pat. 
ill oun Hearts with thy rich Gre 12 
3 Boer 


1 


Dr e 


err, 
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In thine own appointed Way, 
Now we ſeek thee—here we ſtay; 
Lord'wt know not how to go, 
Till a Blefling thou beſtow ; | 
Send ſome Meſſage from thy Word, 4 
That may ſox and Peace d; | 
Let thy Spirit now impart | 
Full Salvation to each Heart. 


Comfort thoſe who weep and mourn, 

Let the Time of Joy return; 

Thoſe that are caſt down, lift u Pe. 

Make them ſtrong in Faith and ir- "1 

Grant that thoſe "who ſeek may 

Thee a God ſupremely ki 

Heal the Sick, the Captive ew, : 

Let us all rejoice in thee, x.4 I 
HY M N IV. The tak | 
— worſhip at Immanuel's Feet, 

See in his Face what Wonders meet ay 


Words are too feeble to expreſs , 
His Worth, his Glory, or his Grace. © 


hen ſhall we climb thoſe higher Skies, 

here Storms and Tempeſts never riſe 3 — 
Vhere he unveils his lovely Face, ' g 
And ſhines and reigns the of Gd,” 4 


Nor nor Air, nor 8 
'n, his full 233 


Nor H ben; 12 ul 
1115 Beauties we can never trags 125 * 
Till we behold him Pace tu Face: 99 4 


41 
HYMN v. Invitation- 


ITHER ye Poor, ye Sick, ye Blind, 
A fin- ditorder'd trembling Threog 
To Fo the Goſpel calls, to you | 
Meſſiah's Bleche ngs all belong. 


Reaſon's and Virtue's boaing Foys 

Derive no Bleſſings from this 2 3- 
For Sinners only Jefus dy'd, 

Then fure I hear he dy'd for me. 


"Twas with our Gliefs Meſſiah groan d. 
"Twas with our Guile his Soul was — 

Our Puniſhment be took, he bare. 
And Sinngrs liv'd when: Jeſus dy d. 


Awake each Heart, ariſe each Sod, ' 
And join the. bliſsful Choirs abbve : 
Ma nothing tyne 9! ing Sung 
But heav a Wi heavinly Lose, 


HYMN vi. The Sane. 


INNERS, 22 the Gosrir- Worn, 


Haſte to the Supper,of gur. Lord: 
Be RE kngw your glorious Day. mn L 


All Things are zeadys. come aWay ¶ ] 
the Farther is to on. 


EY 


. * G "a 


C33 
Ready the Spirit of his Love, 
Juſt now the ſtony Heart to move ; 


1 ' apply, and Witneſs with the Blood, 


And waſh, and ſeal you Sons of God. 


Rendy for yau the Angels wait, 
To triumph in your bleſt Eſtate ; 


Tuning their _ lon 1 praiſe 


The Wonders of 


Come then, ye Sinners, to your Lord,. 


To Happineſs in Chriſt reſtor'd: 
His proffer'd Benefits embrace, 
The Pletitude of GosprLl-CRACE. 


H YM N VII. The Same. 


"ho mortal Ear attend, 
And ev'ry Heart rejoice, 


The Trum the GosPEL ſounds | 


With an inviting Voice: 


Ho ! all ye hun Souls, 
That — 4 — 2 
And vainly = ar — earthly Toys. 


To fill an empty Mind: 


Eternal — xe, 
A Soul-reviving 
And bids our loags — 


The 2 
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HYMN V. Invitation. 


ITHER ye Poor, ye Sick, ye Blind, 

A ſin-diforder'd trembling 'Throng 3 
To vou the Goſpel calls, to you 
Meſcah's Blefhngs all belong. 


R-aſon's and Virtuc's boaſting Sons 
Derive no Bleſſings from this Tree; 
For Sinners only Jeſus dr'd, 
Then ſure 1 hear he dv'd for me. 


Twas with our Guacks Meſſiah groan'd, 
"Twas with our Guilt his Sout was try'd 3 
Our Puniſtmert he took, he bare, . _. 
And Sinners hv'd when Jeſus dy'd, 


Awake each Heart, ariſe each Soul, 

And join the bliſsful Choirs above : 
May nothing tune vur future ng, 

But heav'nly Wiſdom, heay'nly Love. 


HY MN VI. The Same. 


INNERS, obey the Goseun-Worp, 
Haſte to the Supper cf our Lord; 
Be wiſe to kngw vour glorious Day, 
All Things are ready, come away. 


Ready the Father is to own, 

And kiſs his late returning Son; 

Ready the loving Saviour ſtands, * 

And ſpreads for you his bleeding Hands. 


= 


Ready the Spirit of his Love, 

Juſt now the itony Heart to move; 
apply, and Witneſs with the Blood, 
And waſh, and ſeal you Sons of God. 


Revrdy for rou the Angels wait, 

To triumph ir. your bleſt Etirate ; 
Tuning their H they long to praiſe 
be Wonders of Redecming Grace. 


Come then, ye Sinners, to your Lord, 
To Hiippinels in Chriſt reſtor's : 

His proffer'd Penefits embrace, 

Tue Plenitude of Gosy: L-Grace. 


H YM N VII. The Same. 


RT ev'ry mortal Ear attend, 
And ev'ry Heart rejoice, 

The Trampet uf the GosPsL ſounds 
With an inviting Voice. 

Ho ! ye hungry ſtarving Souls, 
Ihat feed upon the Wind, 

And vainly ſtrive with earthly Toys 
Jo fill az empty Mind: 


Eternal Wiſdom: hath prepar d 
A Soul- reviving Feaſt, 

And bids our longing Appetites, 
The rich Proviſion 


B 3 
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Ho ! ye that pant for living Streams, 
And pine away and die, 
Here vou may quench your raging Thirſt 
With Springs that never dry. 


Dear God, the Treaſures of thy Love, 
Are everlaſting Mines, 

Deep as our kelplets Mis'ries are, 
And n as our Sins. 


The happy Gares of GosPrt-GRACE, 
Stand open Night and Day; 

Lord, we are come to ſeck Supplies, 
And drive our Wants away. 


HYMN VIII. Thankſgiving. 


LESS, O my Soul, the l:ving God, 

Cail home thy Thoughts that rove a- 

Let all the Pow'rs. within me join [broad ; 
In Work and Worthip ſo divine. 


Bleis, O my Soul, the God of Grace; 
His Favours claim thy higheit Praiſe : 
Why ſhould the Wonders he hath wrought 
Ec loſt in Silence and forgot t 


* Tis he, my Soul, that ſent his Son 

To dic tor Crimes which thou hait done 3 
He owns the Ranſom, and torgives 

T be bourly Follies of our Lives. 


Our Youth decay'd, his Pow'r repairs 3 
Uis Mercy crowns our growing Years 3 


— 
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He ſatisfies our Mouth with, Good, ; 
And fills our Hopes with heav'nly Food. 


Let the whole Earth his Pow'r confeſs, ” 
Le: the whole Earth adore his Grace : | 
The Gentile with the Jew ſhall join y 
Work and Worſhip o divine. 


H YM N IX. The Same. 


* Soul repeat his Praiſe, 
Whoſe Mercies are fo great 3 
V. hoſe Anger is ſo flow to riſe, 
So ready to abate. 


High as the Heavens are rais d 
Above the Ground we tread ; 
So far the Riches ot his Grace 


Our uigheſt Thoughts exceed. 


The Pity of the Lord, 
Jo thoſe that fear his Name, 
I; tuch 8 tender Parents feel: 


He knows our feeble Frame. 2 
0 ” Days are as the Graſs, : 3 5 
»» bke the Morning Flow” r 3. 22 . 
If, one ſharp Blait fweeps o'er the Fiekl, 
It withers | in an Hour. l ; 
Bur thy Compaſſions Lord, 3 \ (ET 1 
To endlefs Years. endure. 3 22 


And Children's Children e ves ud 
Thy Word of Promiſe ſure. 


* 


CSI 
HYMN X. 
G OD's Goodneſs to his People: 
"HE Lord ſupplics his People's Need 
Jehovah is his Name; , R 


In Paſtures freſh he makes them feed 
Beſide the living Stream. 


He brings their wand' ring Spirits back, 
When they forſake his Ways, 

And leads them for his Mercy's Sake, 
In Paths of 'Truth and Grace. 


When they walk thro” the Shades of Death, 
His Preſence is their Stay; 

A Word of his ſupporting Breath 
Drives all their Fears away. 


His Hand in Sight of all their Foes 
Doth ſtill their Table ſpread ; 

Their Cup with Bleſſings overflows, 
His Oil anetats their Head. 


The ſure Proviſions of our God, 
Attend us all our Days: | 

O may his Houſe be our Abode, 
And all our Work his Praife ! 


HYMN XI. Morning Worktup: 
Lord, how many are our Foes, 
3 __ 8 of Fleſh and Blood 
ur Peace ily diſcompoſe 
But ous Dikeace 


and Hope 18 God, 


[9 | 
Tir'd with the Burthens of the Day, 
To thee we rais'd an Ev'ning Cry: 
Thou h-ard't when we began to pray, 
And thine Almighty Help was nigh, 


Supported by thine heav'nly Aid, 
We laid us down and ſlept ſecure ; | 
Not Death ſhould make our Hearts afraid, | 
Though we ſhould ſleep and riſe no mores 
Det God ſuſkain'd us all the Night ! 
Salvation doth to God belong: | 
fic rais d our Head to fee the Light, {| 
Aud he Hall have our Morning Song. 


HY M'N XII. The Same. 


ISE gur Souls to praiſe the Care 
O: jetus true and good: 
ing to him whote Robes appeat 
As newly dipt in Blood: 
By his Pow'r we live to fee | 
The Dawning of another Day; | 
Farther favour'd may we be, | | 1 
When here no more we ſtay.” | 


»_ a ap 


CG may we in Righteouſneſs, | 
in Jcſu's Arms awake! 
And the Joys the Saints poſſeſs, 
\Vith them ere long partake : 
With our common Father kt, . 
And in his heav'nhy Kingdom praiſe 
(Bowing down before his Feet) Fe 
The Riches of his Grace. 


C..-: 


H YM N XIII. The Same, 


OME, let us adore 
The Lo: d's gracious Hand, 

(Our Great GoverxoR) 

Who gave a Command 
And Charge to his Angels 

To watch round our Bed, 
To guard us from Evils, 

From Dangers and Dread. 


Our Shepherd alone, 
'The Lord let us bleſs, 
Who reigns on the Throne 
The Prince of our Peace; 
Who ever more ſaves us 
By fheding his Blood; 
All hail, holy Jefus, 
Our Lord and our God! 


We daily will üng 
Thy Merits, thy Praiſe, 
Thou mcrciful Spring 
Of Pity and Grace: 
Thy Kindneſs tor ever 
To Men we will tell; 
And ſay our dear bevicus 
Redeems us from Hell. 


Preſerve us in Love, 
While here we abide ; 

Nor ever remove, 

Nor cover, nor hide. 


GC 


Dark 


Compleated in thee. 


H Y M N XIV. The Same. 
, Whoſe Glory Fils the Skies; 
Chritt, the true, the only Light, 
Sun of Righteouſne!s ariſe, 

1'riumph o'er the. Shades of Night: 
Day-Spring from on high be near, 
Day Star in vur Hearts appear. 


and chearlefs is the Morn, } 
U naccompany d by thee; 
Joyleſs is the“ Day 's Return, 
Till thy Mere 
Lord, thy inwar 
lad our Eyes, and warm each Heart. 


it ev'ry Squl of thine, 

Plerce the Gloom of Sin and Grief, 
with Radiancy divine, 

catter all our Unbeliet:: 
More and more thyſelf diſplay, 
>higing to the perfect Day. 

HYMN XV. Evenin Worlhtip, 

HE Saviour who kept an 1 
The Lamb who x our Sins a0 

Our thauktul Souls ſhall bleſs ; — n 
1hou worthy art, O Son of God, 
©i enclefs Praiſe ; 


Saints ſweetly reſt in Peace, 


Light impart, 


1 1 
Thy glortous Salvation: " 

IIIb joyful we ſee 
The beautiful Viſion | 


4 


s Beams we ſee. 


0-day, 


for in · thy Blood 


$2.09 
We'll lay us down, and thou, our Lord, 
With all thy Angels us will guard ; 
Our Souls to thee we truit ; 
Thou ſhalt (for thou art able) keep 
Our Souls among the Fellowſhip 
Ot Saints chrough thee made juſt. 


HYMN XVI. The Same. 


OW, from the Altar of our Hearts 
Ler Incenſe Flames ariſe ; 
Aſſiſt us, Lord, to offer up 
Our Erening Sacrifice. 


* 


Awake our Love, awake our Joy; 
Awule our Heart and Tongue: 

Sleep not when Mercies loudly call, 
Break forth into a Song. 


Minutes and Mercics multiply'd, ; 
Have made up all this Day; | 
Minutes came quick, but Mercies were 
Mort, fleet and free than they. 


New Time, new Favour, and new Joys 
He s ne Song require; 
T we ſhall praiſe thee as we would, 
leckt our Heart's Defire. 23.05 
I Lord of our Time, wheſe Hand hath fet 
4 New Time upom our Score; 


Thee may we praiſe for all our Time, 
When Time ſhall be no more ! 


1 
| {YMN XVI. Morning or Evening. 
L God, how endlets is thy Love, 
5 Thy Gifts are ev'ry Evening new; 
Ani Morning Mercies, from above, 

Gently diſtil like early Dew. 


Thou ſpread'ſt the Curtain of the Night, 
Great Guardian of our fleeping Hours; 

Thy ſov'reign Word reſtores the Light, 
And quickens all our drowſy Pow'rs. 


\/- yield our Pow'rs to thy Command, 
: ro thee we confecrate our Days; 
bbc tual Bleſſings from thine Hand 
F Demund perpetual Songs of Praits. 
HY M N XVIII. 

On the Lonn's Day, | 
Ils 1s the Day the Lord hath made, 
1 He calls the Hours his own ; 

Let Heav'n rejoice, let Earth be glad, 
Aud Praile ſurround the Throne. 


day Chritt roſe, and leſt the Dead, 
nd Satan's Empire fell; 

1 2-day the Saints his Triumphs ſpread, 
And all his Wonders tell. 

Hoſt ana to th? anointed King, 
To David's holy Son; 

Help us, O Lord, deſcend, and bring 
Salvation trom thy | brene, 

C 
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Hoſanna, in the highett Strains 
The Church on Farth can raiſc? 
The hi hell Heay'ns in which he reigns 
Shall güte him nobler Praiſe. 


H YM N XIX. The Same. 


\ ELCOME, feet Day of Reſt, 
That ſaw the Lord ariſe ; 
Welcome to this reviving Brealt, 
And theſe rejaicing Eyes ! 


The King himſelf comes near. 
And feaſts his Saints To-day : 
Here we may fit, . and ſee him here, 
And love, and. praiſe, and pray. 


One Day amidit the Place 
Where our dear God hath, been, 
Is ſweeter than ten thouſand Days, 
Of pleaſurable Sin 


Bid, Lord, our Sauls to ſtay 
In ſuch a Frame as this; 

And when thou call'& tor them away, 
Waft them to endleſs Bliſs. 


HT MN XX. The Same. 


WEET is che Work, O God, our King, 
To praiſe thy Name, give Thanks, and 
Sing 


DAN Morning Li Ms | 
all thy Truth by. Nig 


. 

©cct is the Day of facred Reſt, 

*.., mortal Care ſhould ſeize our Brea; 
ay our Hearts in Tune be found, 

ike David's Harp of folemn Sound! 

Our Hearts ſhall triumph in thee, Lord, 
And blefs thy Work, and bleſs thy Word; 
hy Works of Grace, how bright they ſhine ! 
Hoy deep thy Counſels ! how divine! 


may we ſee, and hear, and know, 
Wat Wortals cannot reach below: 
ul our Pow'rs find fweer Employ 
in Chris eternal World of Joy. 


H YM N XXI. 
Longing for the Houſe of God. 
ORD of the Worlds above, 
1 , How pleaſant and how fair, 
he Dwellings of thy Love, 
Thy carthly Temples are! 


To his Abo le, With warm Defire, 
My Soul, aſpire, To ſee thy God. 


O happy Souls that pray, 
Weng God ＋ we ! 
O happy Men that pay 
Their conſtant Service there! 
They praiſe Chriſt | That love the Way 
ſtill; 10 Zion's Hill. 
und happy they 


0 no —— . 4, 
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They go from Strength to Strength, 
Through this dark Vale of Tears, 
Till each arrives at length, 


Till each in Heav'n appears. 


O glorious Seat ; Us thither bring, 
Our God and King, | To kiſs thy Feet ! 


The Lord his People loves: 
His Hand vo good withholds, 
From thoſe his Heart approves, 
From pure aud pious Souls. 


Thrice happy he Whoſe Spirit truſts 
() God of Hoſts, Alone 1n thee ! 


HYMN XXII. The Same, 


W pleaſant, how divinely fair, 
H Lord of Hoſts, thy Dwellings are! 
The new-born Soul both longs and faints 
Jo meet th' Aſſemblies of the Sauints. 


Bleft are the Souls that find a Place 
Within the "Teniple of thy Grace! 
pere they behold thy gentier Rays, 
And feek thy Face, and learn thy Praiſe. 


Bleſt are the Men whoſe Hearts are ſet 

To find the Way to Zion's Gate; 

God is their Strength, and thro' the Road 
They lean upon their Helper, God. 


L374 
Oh may we walk with growing Strength, 
"11 we all meet in Heav'n at length : 
& in ! all be tore Chriſt's Face appear, 
And join in nobler Worſhip there! 


1 Y-M N -. AH. Offices of CHnisT. 


OIN all the glorious Names 
] Of Wiſdom, Love, and Pow'r, 
Thar Mortals ever knew, 
hat Angels ever bote: 
Ail are ton mean Too mean o ſet 
To ſpcak his Worth, Our Save us forth, 


But, O whar gentle Terms ; 
What condeſcending Ways, - 
Doth our Redeemer utc 

To teach his heavy? uly Grace! 


My Soul, with Joy What 7 rms . 2 
And Wonder ſee 1 He bears for thee. 


Great Prophet of our God, 

Oar Tongues would bleis thy Name | 
By thee the joy ful! News 

Of our Salvation came; ; 


The joyful News Of Hell ſubdu-d, 
Jt Sins ſorgiv'n, A Peace Wich 
Heay' n. 


{cſus our great Hig h Prien, 
Oifer'd his Blood! 2d dy d 
Thou guilty Sinner ſhe 
No Sacrifics defide; _ 


1 
His pow 'rful Blood And now it plead- 
Did once atone, Before the I hrone. 


Thou dear Almighty Lord, 

Our Conqu'ror, and our King; 

Thy Scepter, and thy Sword, 

Thy reiyning Grace we fing. 
Thine is the Pow'r; In willing Bonds, 
O may we ſit, Beneath thy Feet! 


HTMN XXIV. The Same. 


RRAV D in mortal Flehh, 
: Chriſt like un Angel ſtands, 
And holds the Promiſes 
And Pardons in his Hands. 


Commiſſion d from To make his Grace 
His Father's Throne, | To Mortals known. 


Be thou our Counſellor, 

Our Pattern, and our Guide ! 
And through this deſert Land 
Still keep us near thy Side! 


© let our Feet Nor rove, nor ſeek 
Me'er run aſtray, The crooked Way! 


We'd hear our Shepherd's Voice, 
Whoſe watchful Eye doth keep 
Poor wand'ring Souls among 

The Thouſands. of his Sheep. 


Ile feeds his Flock, His Boſom bears 
He calls their Names, |} The tender Lambs. 


— RP — 


— 
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To this dear Surety Hands, 1 
My Soul commend thy Cauſe, | 
He anſwers and fulfils | 
His Father's broken Laws : ( 


Beiteving Souls | For Chritt hath paid 
Now free are ſet ; I Their dreadful Debt. | 


Tacir Advocate appears, 

For their Defence on high, 
"The Father bows his Ears, 
And lays his Thunder by ; 


Not all that Hell, Shall turn his Heart, 
Or Sin can ſay, Hts Love away. 


Then let aur Souls ariſe, 

And tread the Tempter down; 
Our Captain leads us forth 

To Conqueſt and a Crown. 


A fceble Saint Tho' Death and Hell 
Shall win the Day, | Obſtruct the Way. 


HYMN XXV. 


\"HRI5T our Wiſdom, Righteouſneſs, SanRift- 
cation, and Redemption. 


URY'D in Shadows of the Night, 
We lie, 'till Chriſt reſtores the Light : 

dom deſcends to heal the Blind, 

d chace the Darkneſs of the Mind. 


. 
Loft guilty Souls are drown'd in Tears 
*T ill the atoning Flood appears ; 
Then they awake from Jeep Diſtreſs, 
And ting the Lord our Righteouſnets. 


:ſus-bebolds where Satan reigns, 


inding his Slaves in heavy 


He ſets the Pris*ners tree, and breaks 


hains : 


The Iron Bondage from our Necks. 


leſs Worms in thee 
iſdom, Power, and 


ſſels 


ichteob fact 


Thou art dur mighty All, may ur 


Give our whole 'Selves, O Lord, to thee 


HV M N XXV. The ſame. 


OW heivy is the Night. 


That hangs upon our Eyes, 
»Till Chriſt with bis reviving Light, 


Over our Souls Ariſt! 
Our guilty Spirits dread 


To meet the Wrath of Hear'n! 
But in his Righteouſneſs arrar'd, 


We ſee our Sins forgiv'n. 


Unholy and impure 


Are all our Thoughts and Ways; 
His Hands infected Nature cure 


With ſandtifying Grace. 
The Pow'rs of Hell gree 
To hold our Souls in vain; 


E 


i ſets the Sons of Bondage tree, 
nud breaks the curſed Chain. 


J, we adore thy Ways 
hat bring us near to God; 

| bv ſov'reign Pow'r, thy healing Grace, ' 
aud thine atoning Blood. 


HYMN XXVII. 
Te. n er neee. 


E EAT OR Spirit by whoſe Aid 
'S The World's Foundations firſt were laid, 
ome viht er'ry waiting Mind, 
Come pour thy Joys on Human Kind ; 
rom Sin and Sorrow ſet us free, 
£14 make us Temples worthy thee. 


I Source of uncreated Heat, 

Phe Father's promis'd Paraclete ! 
Thrice holy Fount, immortal Fire, 
dor Hearts with heav'nly Love inſpire, 
me, and thy facred Unction bring, 
To anttity us while we fing. 


Create all new, our Wills controul, 
5ubdue the Rebel in our Soul; 

("hace from our Minds th' infernal Foe, 
And Pence, the Fruit of Faith, beſtow, 
nd leſt again we go aſtray, 

P; orect and guide us in thy Way. 


:; 
| 
1 
* 
© »- 
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Immortal Honours, , endleſs Fame, 
Attend th' Almighty Father's Name: 
The Saviour Son be glorify'd, 
Who for loſt Van's Redemption dy'd; 
And equal Adoration be, 
Eternal Comforter, to thee ! 


H YMN XXVIII. 
The Same. ' 


FYOME, Holy Ghoſt, our Hearts inſpire 
Zet us thine Influence prove; 
Source of the 6id prophetic Fire, 
Fountain of Life and Love, 


Come, Holy Ghoſt {for mov'd by thee 


The holy Prophets ſpoke) | 
Unlock the Truth, thyſelf the Key, 
Unſcal the ſacred Book. 


Expand thy Wings, ' protific Dove, 
Brood o'er our Nature's Night:; 

On our diſorder'd Spirits move, 
And let there now be Light. 


God thro! himfelf we then ſhall know, 
If thou within «5 thine ; | 

And ſound, with all chy Saints below, 
The Depths of Love divine. 


— — — — — —— — 
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HY M N XXIX. The Same. 

{ 7 HY mould the Children of a King, 
\ Go mourning all their Days ? 
Great Comforter, delecnd and bring 

Some Tokens of thy Grace. 

Dot thou not dwell in all thy Saints, 

And ſeal the Heirs of Heav'a ? 


When wilt thou baniſh our Canplaints, 
And thew our Sins forgiv'n ? | 


Allure each Confſeience of its Part 
In che Redeemer” 8 Blood, 

And bear thy Witneſs 1 in each Heart, 
That it is born of God. 


Thou art the Earneſt of his Love, 
The Pledge of Joys to come; 

VI. uy thy bleſt Wings, celeſtial Dove, 
Sately couvey us home * 


H Y MN XXX. Cunisrt's Bib. 
— King of Glory ſends his Sn, 


10 * his Entrance on this Earth © 
Beholde he Midnight bright as Noon. 


1 heav*'nly Hoſt declare his Birth 4 


* due che young Redeemer's Head, 

it Wonders and what Glorics meet ! 
4 uunknovn Star aroſe, and led 
; 1. eaſtern Sages to his Feet. 


Simeon and Anna both conſpire, 
Tuc Infant Saviour to proctaim : 


1 4 
ſunard they felt the facred Fire, 


And bleſs'd the Babe, and own'd his Name, 


Ler Jews and Greeks blaſpheme aloud, 
And treat the holy Child with Scorn ; 
Our souls adore th' eternal God, 
Who condeicended to be born. 


HYMN XXXI. The Same, 


ARK, the Herald-Angels firg 
Glory to the new-born King! 
Peace on Earth, and Mercy mild, 
Gol and Sinners reconcil'd. 


Joytal ly Nations rife, 
on the Triumphs of the Skies ; 
(:iture rife and worthip him, 
Who was born in Bethlehem. 
Chriſt by highe(t Heaven ador d, 
Chritt the everlaſting Lord; 
Late in Time behold him come, 
Offspring of the Virgin's Womb. 


Veil'd in Fleſh the Godhead fee, 
Hail th' incarnate Deity ! 

Pleas'd as Man with Men t appear, 
Jeſus our Immanuel here. 


Hail the Heav*n-born Prince of Peace 
Hail the Son of Rightcoulinels ! 

Light and Life around he brings, 
Ris'n with Healing in his Wings, 


ſ, 3» 
Aild he lays his Glory by,. 
ern that Men no more may die; 
Zorn to raiſe the Sons of Earth, 
Born to give them ſecond Birth. 


ome, Defire of Nations, come, 
in us thy heav'nly Home; 
the Woman's conquering Seed. 

Bruiſe in us the Serpent's Head. | 


Acam's Likeneſs now efface, 
oy thy image in its Place 


ond Adam from above, 7 
ok it in us by thy Lore. 
i1Y MN XXXII. The Same. 
\ Ha FT good News the Angels bring! 
What glad Lidings of our King 

riſt the Lord is boru Lo- day, 

hit who takes our Sins away ; 
He who rules in Heav'n and Farth,). 

eh in Bethlehem his Birth; 

n thall all his People ſce, 

{nd rejoice eternally. 
pour Hearts and Voices high, 
\\-þ Hoſannas-fill the Sky; 
y be to God above! 
iis infinite in Love ! 
ade os Earth, Good-will to Men?! 
d with us our Op is ren ; 


— 2 
- 1 


* 


. 2 1 
Angels join with us in Praite, 
| Help us ing Redeennag (Grace. 

| Now the Wall is broken down, 
Noa the Goſpel is made known: 
| Now the Doo is open wide, 
Chriſt tor Jow and-Gentile dy'd— 
if All who t;el the Weight of Sin, 
All who languiſh to be olcau, 

All who for Redemption groan, 
May be fas'd by Faith alone, 

Jeſus is the lovely Name, 

This the Angel doth, proclaina 3 

He ihall all Bis People fave, * 
They in- him Remitlon have ; 15 
When they ſee themſelves undone, 
They take Refuge in ttye Son ! 
They fhatKkilt be born again; 

And with him t Glory reign, 
Shout ye Nations of che Earth, 
Sing the Pfiumphsof his Birth : 
All the World is by, him bleg : 
Sound his Praiſe from Eait-to Weſt, 
Ffews and Gentiles jointly fing, 
Chriſt our cammon Lord and King; 
Chriſt our Life, our Joy, our Song, 
To Eternity prolong. 


H Y MN. XXXIII. The. ſame. 


AT HER, our ix arts we lite : \ 
Up tothy gracious Thune, | 


T1 
And bleſs thee far the precious Gift, 
Of thine incarnate Son: | 
The Gift unſpeakable, 
We thankfully recerre, , . 
And to the World thy Gagdneſs tell! 
© may we to thee live ! 
Jeſus the holy Child, 
Doth by his Birth declare, 
That God and Man are recancil'd, 
Aud one iu him we nre. 
Salvation thro' his Nene, 
e loft Mankind is given, 
And loud his infant Cries proclaim 
\ Peace "twixt Earth and Heaven. 


A Peace on Farth. he brings, 

VU hich never more mali end + 
Lord of Hoſts, che King of Kings 

Declares Hhimſelf our Friend; 

duns our Fleſh and Blood, 

hat we his Sp'rit may gain, 
Di everlaſting Sou PG, 

The mortal Son of Man. 


Om we all receive 

ihe new- born Prinee of Peace, 
ic. merkly in his Spirit live, 

And in his Love inereale | 

Till ke conveys us Home, 

ty ev'ry Soul aloud, 
ome, thou Deſite of Nations, come, 

And tuke us all to God, 
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HYMN xXXxXIV. 


The Circumciſion of CHArIST, 
07 my Soul, with Wonder fee 
I Th 


e incarnate Deity ; 
Human Nature he aſſumes, 
He to ranſom Sinners comes, 
He was not conceiv'd in Sin, 
He was infinitely clcan : 
Him no ftoful Spot diſguis d. 


* 


Yet, lo ! he wis curcumcis'd, 


He fulfill'd all Righteouſneſs, 
Standing in our legal Place, 

From the Cradle to the Croſs, 

All he did he did for us. 

He did all our Woes retrieve. 

e expir'd that we might live; 

By his Stripes dur Wounds are heal'd, 
By his Blood our Peace is feal'd. 


jeſu's Pain procures our Eaſe, 
jeſu's Death is our Releaſe : 
Jeſu's Crofs obtain's our Crown, 
Jeſu's Sepulchre our Throne. 
Lord, conform us to thy Death ; 
Bid our Sins yield up their Breath; 
By thy Reſurrection s Pow'r, 

Make our Souls to Glory ſoar. 


Cireumciſe our filthy Hearts, 
Purify our inward Parts; 
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Lord, deſtroy the carnal Mind, 
hat in thee we Peace may find ; 
„thy Righteouſnets array'd, 
[.ct us triumph. andi be glad ; 
et 115 walk with thee in Wune, 
uwe tee thy Face in Light. 


H Y MN XXXV. 
6 Custer's Compaſſion for the Tempted. 
| W ITH Joy we meditate the Grace 
Of our High Prieſt above; 


{{i; Heart is made of Tenderneſs, 
08 Bowels melt wath Love. 


Pouch'd with 1 Sympathy within, 
* © knows our f-etle frame; 

knous what fore Temptations menn, 
For he hath falt the ſume. 


in the Days of feeble Bleſh,. 
1 out his Cries aud Fears, 
in his Meaſure feels afreſh, 
"What ev'ry Mamber bears. 


'1] never quench the ſmoaking Flax, 
0 t caiſe t to a Flame; 
bruited Reed the never breaks, 
"4 icorns the meaneſt Nam 


{ hen, let our humble Faith addrefs- 
_ In Mercy, and, hrs Pow? E ; a 
mall obrain deſivering Grace 


—— —— —ͤ—ę—j— — — — — 
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HYMN XXXVL 
CnrrsT's Paſſion. 


E that paſ: by, behold the Man, 

The Man of Grief condemn'd for you, 
The Lamb of God for Sinners flain, 
Weeping to Calvary-purtue, 

His ſacred Limbs they ſtretch, they tear, 
With Nails 2 faſten to the Wood — 
His facred Limbs —expos'd and bare, 

Or only cover'd with his Blood. 

See there! his Temples crown'd with "Chorns, 
His bleeding Hands extended wide, 

His ſtreaming Feet transfixt aud torn, 

"The Fountain guſhing from his Side. 

Ob, thou dear ſufPring Son of God, 

_ doth thy Heart to Sinners move ! 
TTelp us to gateh thy precious Blood, 

Fi-Ip us to taſte thy dying Love. 

The Earth could to her Center quake, 

Convuls't while her Creator dy'd! 
© may our inmoſt Nature ſhake, 

And bow with Jeſus crucify d! 
At thy laſt Gaſp, the Graves diſplay'd 
Their Horrors to the upper Skies; 

() that our Souls might burit the Shade, 
And, quicken'd by thy Death, ariſe! 

The Rocks could feel thy pow'rful Death, 
And tremble, and afunder part; 


1 
end with thy expiring Breath 
The harder Marble ot our Heart ! 


HYMN XXXV n. 
CHrIsT's Sufferings and Glory. 
Nr for a Tune of lofty Praiſe 


To great Jehovah's equal Son; 
Awake my Voice in heav*nly Lays, 
the loud Wonders he hath donc. 


D. n to this baſe, this finful Earth, 
te came to raife our Nature high ; 

de came t' atone Almighty Wr. ith, 

i-11s the God was born to die. 


1 ep in the Shades of gloomy Death, 
Almighty Captive Pris'ner lay: 

Fe Alinighty Captire left the Earth, 

\nd roſe to everlaſting Day. | 


ap your Eyes, » Fe dons of Light, 

= ta hls Throne of ſhining Grace : 

So what immortal Glories fit / 
Round the ſweet Beauties of his Face. 


dongſt a thouſand Harps and Songs, 
eſus the God exalted reigns: 

may his Praiſe fill all our 'Tongues, 
und echo to the heav*nly Plains. 


HY MN XXXVIIL, The Same. 


4 AT equal Honour ſhall we being, | 
To thee, O Lord our God, the Lamb? 


. 


E81 
Since all the Notes * Angels ſing 
Are tar inferior to thy Name ! 


Worthy is he that once was jlain, 

The Prince of Peace that groan'd and dy 'd, 
Worthy to riſe, and live, and reign 

Ar his Aimigbty Futher's Si ſe. 


Power and Dominion are bis Due, 

Who ſtood condemn'd at Pilate's Bar; 
Wiſdom belongs to Jeſus too, 

Tho' he ws charg'd with Madneſs hore, 


Honour moral Wait be paid, 
Inſtead of Scandal, and of Scorn ; 
While Glory ſhines around his Head, 
And a bright Crown without a Thorn, 


Bleſſings for ever on the Lamb, 

Who bore our Sins, and Curſe, and Pain; 
Let Angels ſound his ſacred Name, 

Aad crety Creature ay, Amen ! 


H Y MN VXXN. 
Cunxtsr's Reſurrection. 


ES Us, who dv'+ a World to fare, 
Revives and riſes from the Grave, 
By his Almighty Power; 
From Sin, and Death, ard Hell ſet free, 
He Capeive leads Captivieyv. 
Aud lives wo Ge no. 


E 

ien of God, look up and fre 

gur Saviour cloath'd with Majeſty, 
Tr: umpant o'er the Tomb: 


"ive v'er your Griefs, caſt off yout Fen, 


: Heav'n your Manſions he prepares, 
And ſoon will take you Home. 


: Church is ſtill his Joy and Crown, | 
books with Lore and Piry down, 
n her he did Redeem ; 


{> raſtes her Joys, he feels her Woes, 


'd prays that ſhe may fpoil her Foes, 
\nd ever reign with him. 


i: may we all from Sin awake, 
iy all in Heav*n our Places take, 
Near our exalted Head ! 
ay all our Souls to Heav'n aſpire, 


hought, iu Will, in nrong Deſire, 
0 carnal Pleaſures dead. 


HYMN XL. The Same. 
4+ Sun of Righteouſneſs appears, 


To ſet in Blood no more: 
: the Scatterer of your Fears, 
v. ar iſing God adore, = 


' he Saints, when he reſign” d his Breath, 

Uuclas d their fleeping Eyes: 45 
it ba-aks again the Bands of Deen, | 
Again the Dead ariſe! wm 
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Alone the dreadful Race he ran, 
Alone the Wine · preſs trad : 
He dv'd and ſuffer'd as a Mau, 
Ac mes as u God. 


In vain the Stone, the Watch, the Seal, 
Forbid an earty Rife 2 

To him who breaks the Gates of IIell, 
And opens Pazadiice 


HYMN XLI. Cuatsr's Aſcenſion. 


LAP your Hands, ye People all, 
A Praiſe the God on whom ve call; 
Lift your Voice, and ſhout his Praiſe, nn 
Triumph in his ſovereign Grace. | 


Jeſus is gone up on high, | 
Takes his Sear above the Sky; 
Shout the Angel-Chbeirs aloud, 

Echoing to the Trump ot God! 


Sons of Men, the Triumph join, 
Praiſe him with the Hoſts divine; 
Emulate the heav*nly Pow'rs, 
Their victorious Lord is ours. 


Shout the God enthron'd above, 81 
Trumpet torth his conqu' ring Love; | 
Praiſes to our Jeſus fing, I 


Praiſes to our glorious King! 


Pow'r is all to Jeſus giv'n, . 
Pow'r o'cr Hell, and Earth, and Heav'n; 


Power to us ger, | 
x we'll praife with all our Heart. 


HYMN XLII. The Same. 


OSANTN A tm the Prince of Light, 
That clonrh 4 himſeit in Clay, 7 


pr-r 4 rhe Tron Gates of Dearth, 


And tore the Bars awry ! 


13;1th is no more thee Kin of Dread, 


Si ee our Immanuel 


17 0 8 the Tyrant” $ Sing away, ' 


% 


i pol '&/our netliſh:Kots, 7 


how the Conqu'ror mounts alt, 
ta his Fachor flies. 


wk Scars of Honaur in his Flcth,... 


— 


F - 


and Triumph in his Eyes. 


r gur exalted Sauiour teigus, 
ad ſcatters. Bleiſmgs. dawn 3 
* tills the maddle Scat 
the celeſbal, Throne. 


ai! © Four Devotion, mortal Tongues, 
% reach his :þlefs*d abode; 
ert be the Aecents of ur Sg 
io our incarnate Sed. 


Angels ſtrike their loud Strings, 


ous faceref Verees raiſe; 


it tHeav'n, and all created Things; 


Sound our Inu manueps Praife.. 


— = — 
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H Y M N XLIII. The Same 


AIL the Day that ſces him riſe, 
Raviſh'd from our wiſhful Eyes; 

Chriſt a-while to Mortals (vn, 

Re-aſceuds his native Heav n. 

There the pom pous I riu waits, 

Lift your Heads, eternal Gates! 

% Wide nfold the radiant Scene, 

* Take the King of Glory in.“ 


Circl'd round with Angel-Pow'rs, 
Thetr triumphant Lord and ours, | 
Conqu'ror o'er Death, Hell, and Sin, 
Taxe the King of Glory in. 

Him though higheſt Heav'n receives, 
Still he loves, the Earth he eaves ; 
Though returning to his Throne, 

Still he calls Mankind his own. 


See, he lifts his Hands above; 

See, be ſhews the Prints ot Love; 
Hark ! his gracious Lips bejttow 
Bleſſings on his Church below; | 
Still for us he intercedes, 

Prevalent his Death he pleads ; 

Next himſelf prepares our Place, 

Harbinger of Res Race. 


Maſter (may we ever ſay} 
Taken from our Head to-day, 
See thy faithful Servants fee ! 
Ever gazing up to thee } 


Wa , 
, though parted from our Sight, | 
ah above yon azure Height, 
nt our Hearts may thither riſe, * 
zug thee beyond the Skies. 
' ..r upard may wwe more, $ 
died on the M ings ot Love ; | 
ing when our t Ford ſhall come, 
aging gaſping after Home! 
-re may we with thee remain, 
N :irtncrs of thine endleſs Reign; 5 
rie thy Face unclouded ſee, 
nd our He:vr'n of Heav'ns in thee * 


HYMN XLIV. 

CunrisT's Interceſſon. 

\ ELL! the Redeemer's gone | 

| T' appear betor2 our God, -- 

'prinkle o'er the flamang Throne 

\ ith luis atoning Blood. | 

Nv fiery Vengeance now, ö 
Na burning Wrath comes down; | 
„ iſtioe calls for Sinners Blood, 7 
ne Savior thews his own. | _— 

ä >cturc his Father's Eye, | a b 

| Our humble Suit he moves; | 

he Father lays bis T hunder by, 

Aud looks, ard ſmiles, and loves. ö 
% 07 may our joyful Tongues | 
Vur Maker's Honours fing; i 


fs Bs RD 
Jeſus the Prieſt receives our Songs, 
And bears ein to the King. 


| HY MN XLV. The Same. 


1. Ir up your Eyes to th' heav'nly Scat, 
Where your Redeemer ſiays ; 

Kind Interceflor, there he fits, 
And loves, and pleads, and prays. 


"Twas well, my Soul, he dy'd tor thee, 
And med his vital Blood : 

Appeas*d ſtern Juſtice on the Trce, 
And-then arolc to God. 


| Petitions now, and Pratie may riſe, 

| And Saints their Off rings bring ; ; 

The Prieft with his owt: Sacrifice 
Preſents them to the King. 


Ten thouſand Praiſ-s'to the King, 
Hoſanna in the hight ! 

Ten thouſand Th: 5 7 our Spirits bring 
To God, and to his Chriit. 


'H YM N XLVI. 'Prarfinz+CunisTt. 
WAKE, and fing'the Song 
Of Moſes, and the Lamb; 
Wake ev'ry Heart, and ov'ry Tongue, 
T'o praile-the Saviour's Name. 


Sing of his dying Love, 

Sing of his riſing Pow'r, 
Sins how he iptercedes above 

For thoſe whoſe Sins he bore, 


| 
i 
| 
: 
* 


K 
. 
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ſ 39 J 
dag 'tid we feel our Hearts | : 
alcending with our 'Toneuee,. | 

din 7 the Love of Sin departss 


Lud Grace infpires our Songs. 


hs till we bear Chriſt fay, f 

+ Your Sins are all forgiv'n,““ | 
ung on rejoicing ey "ry Day, 

Till we all meet in Heavy 'n. 


TMN XLVII. The Same. 


YOME, my Brethren, Iir*el's Race, 
C And hear me bleis my Ning 
hy ar me my Beloved | f caiſe, 
y Teſus do I ling 
PL r hear my Song alone, 

3 help, © help me, to proclaim 
is, our Creator's Son; 

jeſus ! that lovely Name. 


Or\cr: fing their Time away, 
\ ho Jefis never kacew 
aut not we to pils our Day 
h oy and Singing too? 
hers have they Cauſe ro blefs ? 
he Chuldren of the King have more; 
' hey have Chriff, then Righteoutneſs.1. 
Ther Glory, Peace and Pow r. 


Pow thy Throne, thou Son of God ! f 
and with a living Coal ö 


— — — 


1 
From the Altar, ſtain'd with Blood, 
Inſpire each drowiy Soul. 
Slaughter d Lamb, wha, who can ſhew, 
Or fully who can fing tby Praiſe? 
Lord, we fail in Hymns below, 
Teach ! teach us heav'nly Lays.! 


HYMN XLYHL 
Cnz13T worſhipped by all his Crertares. 
OME, let us jzia our cheartyl Songs 
With Angels round the Throne : 
Ten thouſand thouſands are their Tangues, 
But all their Joys are one. | 


Worthy the Lamb that dy'd they cry, 
To be exalted thus; 

Worthy the Lamb, our Lips reply, 
For he was ſhin for us | 


Jo ſus is worthy to receiv». 
Honour and Pow'r dime; 

And Bleſſings more than we car give, 
Be, Lax , for erer thine. 


The whole Creation join in one, 
To bleſs the ſacred Name 

Of Him that fits upon the Throne 
And ta adove the Lam. 


- HY MN XLIX. The Same. 


URE thy Name is Wonderful 
Countcilur, the mighty God, 


1 
\Vhom the heav'nly Hoſts adore, 
P-1ite we thro” the Earth abroad. 


[ov the Godhead bearing down, 
10 the Sight of mortal Man, 
in Form, and God in Pow'r, 
> —_ art to all thy Plan. 


Center'd in thy lovely Face, 


Itzment, Mercy, both appear, 
| the Father's Honour meets, 


n his Glory triumphs here, 


* onderfully form'd to raiſe, 
Adam's fallen, helpleſs Race, 

i orm'd to purchaſe, and ſecurr, 
For thy People, boundleſs Grace. 


Thou that Prophet art and King, 
Thou the Prieſt foretold to rife : 
Thou the SacriF-w art, 

ou too art the Sacrifice. 


amb of God, that once was ſlain, 
edding on the painful Free, 
Riſen and 2 high, 

Ve adore thy Mayeity.- 


\onderful art thou in Pow'r, 
\"onderful art thou in Love; 
Ie thou ail our Theme hatew. 
Ze thou all our Heav'n above! 


Halleluja 
E 3 


(- 4 ] 
HYMN I. The Same, 


E Servants of God, 
Your Maſter proclaim, 
| And publiih abroad 
His wonderful Name; 
| The Name all victorious 
| Ot Jeſus extol; 
lis Kingdom is gloriods, 
And rules over all. 


God ruleth on high, 
Almighty to fave, 

[ And ſtill he is nigh, 

| His Preſence we have. 

The great Congregation 

His Triumph Hall ng, 

Aſoribing Salvation 
To jeſus our King. 


dalvation to God, 

Who fits on the Throne: : 
Let all cry alouc, 

And honour the Son. 
Our jeſus's Praiſes 

The Angels proclaim, 
Fall down on their Faces, 

And worſhip the Lamb 


Then let us adore, 
Aud give bim his Right, 
an Gry and Pow'r 
And Wiſdom and Might : 


08-73 
Al! Honour aud Bleſſing, 
With Angels above, 
And Thanks never ceafing, 
Aud infinite Love. 15 


HY MN LI. TeD. 
OW can we adore, 5 
Or worthil y (praife 
Thy Goodneſs and Pow'r, 
Thou God of ail Grace ! 
With Honour ant B , 
Before thec we fall, | 
Moſt gladly confeſſing 
Thee Father af all. 


The Heav'ns and Earth, 
And Water, and Air. 
To thee owe their Birth, 
Subſiſt by thy Care ; 
V'hile Angels arc fingivg 
Thy Praifes above, 
Le Mortals are bringing 

Our Tribute of Love. 


Thou, Saviour, art one, 
With Cod the Supreme, 

His eternal Son, 5 
And equal with him: 

Inveſied with Glory, 3 6 
On high lo thou foe, ale 

Whilſt Angels adore thee, -- * 
And bow at thy Feet. 


[4] 


How great was thy Lore ! 
How wond”rous thy Grace ? 
Thou cam'ſt from above 
To fave a loſt Racer; 
And Maa to deliver, 
Ot Mary waſt born, 
T at ev'ry Believer 
Lo God might return. 


How ſoon will thy Sear 

| Of Judgment appear ! 
. Prepare us to meer, 
. And welcome Thee there. 
Thy witnefling Spirit 

In us ſhed abroad, 
And bid us inherit 
f The Kingdom of God. 


The Father and Son, 
And Spirit agree, 
To conſtitute One 
Compleat Deity: 
Sweet fefes, thy Merit | 
Makes our Peace with God, 
And by thy good Spirit 
Fall'n Souls are renew d. 


HYMN LK. To the Taix irrer. 


LEST be the Father; and liis Love, 
To whoſe ccleſtial Source we oe 


f 
: 
| 


— 
— —̃ — _— - = 


| B. of endleſs Joys above, 
| And Rills of Comfort here below } . 


16 ] j 

to Thee, great Son of God x \| 

5 | frm thy Wounded, Body rolls | 
+ orecious Stream of vital Blood, 
":r4o0n and Life for dying Souls. 


ae give the ſacred Spirit Praiſe, 

V/ho in our Hearts of Sin and Woe. 
axes living Springs of Grace ariſe, 
4 into boundleſs "Glory flow. 


God the 2 oo the Son, 
nd i God the S we adore, 
nat Sca of 12 and Love, unknown, | 
2+1{KOUE A Bottom, Or a Shore, | | 


YMN LII. The ſame. 
AlL, holy, holy, holy Lord! 
H Be endlefs Praiſe to thee + 
me, eſtential One ador d, 
3 co-eternal Three . 
Intro in everfaſfing State, | 
er Time ies Round began. | 
%o 10in'd in Council to create, ..—- 
he Dignity of Man. 
that the Name of Creature ons, 
"To ther in Hymns aſpire 3 1 
My we as Angels on our ISOs: 
ror ever join the Choir! 
Hail, holy, holy, holy Lerd! 
80 22 Praiſe to thee : | 
ma, eſſential One ador'd, i! 


ia c- Thee! DONE. 


ow — — . — 
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1 H Y M N. LIV. The Same. 


Li FT God the Father live 
K For ever on our Tongues, 
| | Sinners from his free Love derive 
K The Ground of all their Songs. 


Ye Saints employ your Breath, 
In Honour to the Son ; 

W ho bourhtyour Souls from Hell and Death, 
By off ring up his own, 


| 
| Give to the Spirit Praiie, 
(| Ot an immortal Strain; 
Whoſe Light, and Pow'r, and Grace conve: 5 


: Salvation down to Men. 
. While God the Comforter 
15 Reveals oux pardon'd Sin 
| © 
i k 


O may the Blood and Water bear 
Ihe fame Record within? 


| 
i ; To the great One and Thr: 5 
| That ſcal the Grace in Heaven, 
Te Father, Son, and Spirit, de 
it Eternal! Glory giv n. 


H.-Y MN TV. The Same. 
\ N 7 R * immort..! Praiſe 

ö God the Father” s Love, 
1 For all our Comforts here, 

And better Hopes above. 


He ſent his own To die for Sins 
Rternal Son, That Man had done. 


BW » 6 

Cod the Son belongs 

immortal Glory too, 

Who b. 11ght us vv ith his blood, 

From er Ly Woe. 
And now hebrew, And ſees the Frun 

. * 
d no he reigns, | Of all his Pain“. 


To God the Spirit's Name, 

{Immortal Worſhip give: 

Whote new- creating Pow'r 
\[ikes the dead dinner live. 

Work compieats And fills the Soul 
The great Deſign, With Joy divine. 
\ imighty God to thee 

bb endes Honours done; 

I'be undivided Three, 

And the myſterious One! 
mere Reaſon fails There Falch prevails 
all her Pow'rs, | And, Love adores. 


H YM N LVI. The Same, 


7 FT him that-choſe us firſt, 
Before the World began: 
% him that bore the Curſe 
to fave rebellious Man: 
bim that form d Ils endieſs Praiſe 
ur Hearts anew, And Glory due. 
T1 Father's Love ſhall run 
h our immortal Songs! 
bring to God, the Son, 
unnas on our Tongues. 


Fi, 


He 


—— 


K 
———AHͤ „ 


— 
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— —— 


3 


x 
| With equal Praif 
And Zceil the for 


Let ev'ry Saint above, 

And Angel rnand the Throne, 
For ever bleſs aud love 

The ſacred Threę in One! 


Our Lips addreſs 
Ihe Spirit's Name, 


Thus Heav'w mall j When Earth any 
_ raiſe Time 
1s Honours higt, Grow old and di; 


HYMN Lyn. 
Angels praite the Load. 


HE Lord, the ſovereign King. 
Hath find his Throne on bigh, 
Oer all the heav'nly World he rules, 
Aud all beneath the Sky, 


Ye Angels greor in Mi. Zht, 
And bitt to de his Wall, 

Ble ſg ye the Lord, whoſe Voice 5 hen, 
Whoſe Plenfure ye tulfl. | 


Let the bright Hoſts who wait 
The Orders of their King, 

And guar bis Churches when they pray 
join in the Pruiſe they fing. 


While all his won@reous Works 
Thro' hi, raft Kingdom ſhew, 
Their Maker's Glory, thou, my Soul, 
Shall fing his Graces too. 


Ct 49-1 


TY M N LVIII. The Brazen Serpent. 


11TH fiery Serpents greatly pain'd, 
\ When I el's mourning Tribes com- 


ad fights to be rehev'd, 8 
2 Serpent ſtrait the Prophet made, , 
molten Braſs to View play 'd, | - 
| ih: Patients look d and liv” 


B. Oh, what Healing to the Heart, 
:» Jeſu' s greater Croſs unpart, 
, © thoſe who deck a, cure 
of old, and we oo leſs, , 
T:e ſame inculgept Grace confeſs, | 
ile Life and Breath endure, 
To Reafon's View, ſo ſtrange. Effect, 
velf-r; \ghtcous Souls will ſtill T reject, 
And periſh in their Pride! 
Not ſo the Stung with. Sin and Law, 
The all their rich 1 t 
om Jeſu" 3 bleeding Si 


Fe we then view the matchleſs Cowl, 
vnd ather Objects count but Loſs; 

No other Gain explore; * 
Hee fill be fd our fenfted Fre, abe 


1':aming with Tears bf glad Su 5 
And thankfully adore 1 W 


Hail Im mantel, balmy Nase? 
hy Paiſe the Ranſom'd will amd 
Ther ve Phyligan n > "0 


7.0 


— — 


1 1 30. } 
| Wer own no other Cure but thine, 
I hou the Deliverer divine, 


; 
1 
Our Health, cur Lite, our All. 


HYMN IIX. Gov made Man. 


| | Lord our God, how wond'rons great 
| I».thine exalted Name 

The Glories of thy heav*nly State, 

1 Let Men and Babes proclaim. 


When we behold thy Work on high, 
Ihe Moon that rules the Night, 

And Stars that well adorn the Sky, 
Thoſe mowing Worlds of Light. 

Lord, what is Man, or all his Race, 
Who dwells fo far below, 


That thou ſhould'ſt vitit him with Grace, 
And love his Nature fo ! 


That thine eternal Sen ſhould bear 


To take a mortal Form, 

Made lower than his Angels are, 
bh. To ſave a dywng Worm! 8 
1 Jeſus, our Lord, how . great 
| I 1s thine exaited Name 


 - 


— 


Ea =, 
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* 'The Glories of thy heav ny state, Me 
þ Let the whole Earth proclaim, aas b. 


[8 HY MN LX. z 


OW fad our State by? Nature. i is, 
H Our Sin how deep it's ſtains ; 


E 8-1 


And Satan binds our captite Souls 
Fait in his laviſh Chains. 


But there's a Voice of wad x Grace, 
Sounds from God's ſacred Word; 
Ho! ye deſpairing Sinners come, 
And truſt upon the Lord. 


© may we hear th r Call, 
and run to this Relief 


We would believe thy Promiſe, Lord, 
O help our Unbelief ! 


To the bleſt Fountain of thy Blood, 
Teach us, O Lord, to fly : 

: here may we wath our. ſpotted Souls: 
Prom Crimes of deepeſt dye! 


<:-etch out thy, Arm viorious King, 
Oar reigning Sins ſubdue ; 

Drive the old Dragon from his Seat, 
Vith his infernal Crew. 


Fehr, guilty, weak and helpleſs Worms, 
Into thy Hands we fall; 


6c thou our Strength and Righteouſnel;, 


Our jeſus, and our AU! 


H Y MN LXL 'Thankfyivieg. -:..; 


EET and right it is to fing 
| Glory to our God and King; 
Meet in ev'ry Time and Place, 
10 rc1earie higolemn Praiſe, 


4 


: 
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Full ot thee, they ever ory, 


1 
Join, ye Saints, the Song around, 
Angels help the chearful Sound; 
Publiſh thro? the World abroad, 
Glory to th' eternal God. 


Praiſes here to thee we give, 
Gracious thou our Thanks receive z 
Holy Father, ſov'reign Lord, 
Ev'ry where be thou ador d. 


Tho' th' injurious World exclaun, 
Sing we till in Jeſu's Name: 
Saviour, thee we ever bleſs, 


Thee our Lord and God corifeſs. 


HYMN LXI, Therefore with Angels,&c. 


ORD and God of heav'nly Pow'rs, 
Theirs—yet oh benignly ours; 
Crlorious King, let Earth proclaim, 
Worms attempt to chaunt thy Name. 


Thee to laud in Songs divine, 
Angels and Archangels join; 
We with them our Voices raile, 


_ Echoing thy eternal Praye. 


Holy, holy, holy Lord, 
Lire by Heaven and Earth ador' ; 


(Glory be to God mom high ! 


1 
HY MN LXIIIL. 
| Glory be to God on high, '&c: 
LORY be to God or higb, 

F God whoſe Glory fills the Sky ; 
ende on Earth to Man forgiv'a, 
un, the well-belov'd of Heav'n. 
do reien Father, heav'nly King, 
Ine we now preſume to ling ; 

„ chine Attributes conf-is, 

© 'orous all and numberleſs. 

il by all thy Works ador'd, 

ih the everlaſting Lord! 

wich thankful Hearts we prove, 
dt Pow'r, and God of Lore. 


wd our Lord and God we own, 
("!:1+it the Father's cnly Son, 
Im of God tor Sinners Nlain, 
*,;viour of offending Man. 
l2ow'rful Advocate with God, 
Toiiify us by thy Blood; 

By thine Far, in Mercy bow, 


tear the World's Atonement thou! 


teur; for thou, O Chriſt, alone ; 
r-.th thy gracious Sire, art one; 
One the Holy Ghott, with thee, 
Vue ſupreme eternal Three. 


H Y M N LXIV. Ie is finiſhed. 


Eis finiſh'd, the Redecmer ſaid, 


And — dow'd his dying Head' ; 
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Whilit we this Sentence ſcan : 
Come, Sinners, and obſerve the Word, 
Behold the Conquetts of our Lord, 
Compleat tor helpleſs Man. 


Finiſh'd the Righteouſneſs of Crace, 
Firiſh'd for Sinners hoe ng Peace ; 
Their mighty Debt is 
Accuſing Law, cancelPd by B Blood, 
And Wrath of an offended God, 
In ſweet Oblivion laid. 


Who now ſhall urge a ſecond Claim? 

The Law no longer cau condemn, 
Faith a Releaſe can ſhuw : 

Fyſtice itſelf a Friend: appears, 

The Priſon-houſe a Whiſper hears, 
Looſe aim, and let him go. 


O Unbelief, injurious Bar 

Source of tormenting fruitleſs Fear,” 
Why doſt thou yet reply ? 

Where: er thy — Objectzons fall, 

"Tis finiſh'd, fill max anſwer all, 
And filence ev'ry Cry. 


His Toil, divinely finiſh'd ſtands, 
Bur ah ! the Praiſe his Word Ss 
Careful may we attend ! 
Concluſon ta out Souls be this, 
Becauſe Salvation fank'd is, 
Our Thanks ſhal never end. 


E 03 * 

i YM N LXV. Adoption. 

EHOT.D what wond'rous Grace, 

The Father hath beſtow'd 
n Sinners of a mortal Race, 

To call them Sons of God. 

Nor doth it yet appear, 

low great they wy be made 3 
aun en they fee their Saviour here, 
21ints thall be like their Head. 

A Hope ſo much divine, 

ay Trials well endyrs ; 
\{; purge our Souls from Senſe and Sin, 

As Chritt the Lord is pure. 

Lord, 'if in thy Love 

\\'e ſhare a filial Part, | 
nd down thy Spirit, like a Dove, 

ro reſt upon each Heart. | 

< Uſer us not to he ; | | 

ke Slaves before thy Throne; | 
ech now, Abba, Father, cry, 

and thou the Kindred own. 


'[YMN LXVI. Enjoyment of Cunisr. 


12 what a Heav'n of ſaving Grace! 
Shines. thro” the Beauties of thy Face, \. 
light our Paſſions to a Flame 

n hall, we love thy charming Name. 
en will a Seen of ſacred ſoy, '/ 
ur raptur'd Eyes and Souls employ; 1 


þ 
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Then ſhall we long to gaze away, 
A long and everlaſting Day. 


Send Comfarts, Lord, from thy Right Han, 
While we paſs thro” this barren Land; 
And in thy Temple let us icc 

A Glimpfe of Love, a Glimpſe ot thee. 


H:YM N LXVIL 
Glory and Grace in the Perſon of CHRIST. 


OW to the Lord, a noble Song ; 
Awake my Soul, awake my Tongue, 
Hoſanna to th* eternal Name, 
And all his houndlefs Love proclaim ! 


See where it ſhines in Jeſu's Face; 
The brighteſt Image of his Crace ; 
God in the Perſon of his Son, 
Hath all his mightieſt Works out-doae. 


Grace, 'tis a fweet, a charming Theme ! 
F.xult, my Soul, at Jeſu's Name! 

Ye Angels dwell upon the Sound: 

Ye Heav'ns reflect it to the Ground! 


Oh that we all may reach the Place, 
Where he unveils his lovely Face, 
Where all his Beauties yu behold, 
And ting his Name to Harps of Gold! 


H Y M N LXVIN.. Looking to tv: 
OW glorious the Lamb 
ls ſeen on his Throne? 


858 


Ilis Labours are o'er, 


His Conqueſts put a; 5 
Kingdom is giv'n 

Into our Lamb's Hand, , 
In Earth and in Heav'n,. 

For ever to ſtand. 


Ye Sinners below 

Then truſt in the Lord, 
Lock up to his Arm, 

His Honour, his Word.: 
Athirſt for his Favour, | 4 | 

His Godhead alore, | | 
Look up to your Saviour, 

Aud joy ever more 


HYMN LXIX. Firſt and ME Adam. 


EE P in the Duſt, before thy Throne, 
10 Our Guik and our Diſgrace we own : 

(rent God, we own. th' unhappy Name, | 
hence iprung our Nature, and our Shame. | 


Br t whilſt our Spirits fill'd with Awe, | 
3ch2la the Tegrors of thy Law, , 
We ing the Honours. of thy Grace, | 6! 

ent to fave our ruin'd Race. 
We + hg thine everluting Son, | 
\ 140 1oin'd our Nature to his own ; 

the ſecond, from the Duſt 

s the Puins of the firſ, 
Zain did reygn, and Death abound, 
i, ,vc the Sons oi Adam found 


1 


Abounding Life; there glorious Grace 
Reigns thro' the Lord our Righteouſneſs. 


HY MN LXX. Salvation. 
8 VATION ! O the joyful Sound 
What Pleafure to our Ears? 
A Sor'reign Balm for ev'ry Wound, 
A Cordial for our Pears. 


Buried in Sorrow, and in Sin, 
At Hell's dark Door we lay ! 
O may we nie by Grace divine, 
And fee a heav'nly Day! 
Salvation ! let the Echo fly 
The ſpacious Earth around, 
While all the Armies of the Sky 
Conſpire to raiſe the Sound. 


HYMN LXXI. 
Cnnr1sT's Victory over Satan. 
OSANNA to our conqu'ring King 
The Prince of Darkneſs flies ; 
His Troops ruſh headlong down to Hell, 
Like Light'ning from the Skics. 
There bound in Chains the Lions roar, 
And fright the reſcu'd Sheep ! 
But heavy Bars confine their Pow'r 
And Malice to the Deep. 
Hoſanna to our conqu'ring King ! 
All hat), incarnate Love 
Len thouſand Songs and Glorics wait 
To crown thy Head above. 


11. 
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Thy Vict'ries, and thy deathly Fame, 
| 'h o' the wide World ſhali run; 
ba 1 Ages ſing 
| riumphs thon * won. 


HY MN LXXII. A bieſſed Gos ret. 


[,£5T are the Soul that hear and know 
The Goſpel's joyful Sound, 
ace hall attend the Path they go, 
aud Light their Steps:ſurround. 


eie Joy mall bear their Spizits up, 
Ito their Redeemer,'s Name; 

I Rigktcouſneſs exaltstheir Hope, 
No: Satan dares condemn. 


— 


bord our Glory and Defence, 
Strongth and Salvation gives 3 
4. thy King for ever; ans, 

- God for ever lives. 


Y MN LXXIII. Deters Prayer. 
N G to the Lord, Jehovah's Name, 
nd in his Strength rejoiee: 


his Salvation is our Theme, 
alted be our Voice. 


5 iq 
: Thanks approach his av-ful Sight, 
__ ne. Plalms,of Honour ſing; hy 2 i 
The Loxd's 4 God of bounliefs. Might, . | j 
g 
* 


e whole Crepes: 8 _ 


— 
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Earth with its Caverns dark and deep, | 

Lies in his ſpacious Hand: 4 
He fix'd the Seas what Bounds to keep, 

And where the Hills mutt ſtand. 


Come, and with humble Souls adore, 
Come knee! before his Face : 
May we the Creatures of his Power | 4 
Children of his Grace ! 8 


HYMN LXXIV. 
Tue Church is God's Houſe and Care. 
RAISE ye the Lord, exalt his dame, 
While in his holy Courts ye wart, 

Ye Saints, that to bis Howtle belong, 
Or ſtand attending at his Gate. 
Praiſe ye the Lord, the Lord is good, 
Jo praiſe his Nume is fweet eurploy ; 
Iſr'ecl he choſe of old, and NN 
His Church 1; luis peculiar Joy. 
Bleſs ye the Lord, wha taſte his Love, 


People and Prieſts exalt hi; Name ; 
Amongſt his Satnts he ever dwells, | 
His Church is his Jetufalem. | 1] 
H Y MN IXXV. Praidag Gov. 
6 IVE Thanks 0 God miſt high, = 7 
JF Thc univertal Lord, Aro 1 


The fov'reign King af Kings, 
And be his Grace adoc'd, 


' 5, !Take ſhall found from Shore. to Shores 
duns ſhall riſe, 


* 
1 


Li 
\ 


— 


dal are thy Mercies, Lord, 


. 
0 
- 


1 
tis Pow'r and Grace | And let his Name 
Are ſtill the ſame. Have endleſs Praiſe, 
Now mighty is his Hand! 
What Wonders hath he done! 
He form'd the Earth and Seas, 
And fpread the Heay'ns alone. 
Thy Mercy, Lord, And ever ſure 
Shall ttill endure, Abides thy Word. 
He ſaw the Nations lie, | 
„ periſhirg in Sin. 
and pity'd the fad State, 
Tore ruin'd World was in, 
' hy Nlercy. Lord, And ever fore 
an ill endure, Abides thy Word. 
ſent his only Son 
3 ſave as from our Woe, 
mom Satan, Sin, and Death, 
und ev'ry hurtful Foe. 
'.: Pow'r and Grace | And let his Name, 
ill che ſame, _ ] Have endleſs Praiſa 
1Y MN LXXYL. The fame. 
"ROM all that dweli below the Skies, 


Det the Creator's Praiſe ariſe ; 
(. 


the Redeemer's Name be tung 

cry Land, by ev'ry Tongue. 
Truth attends thy Word: 7 
* 
and ſet no more. 
bs * 
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Sefore he ſpread the ſtarry Sky. 


ft e 
HT MN LXXVI. 
Deſu ing Cats rs Love to be ſhed abwoml in 
the Heart. 


OME, deareſt Lord, deſcend. and dwe!l, 


By Faith, and. Love, in ev'ry Breait ; 
Then all we know, and taſtr, and teel, 
The Joys that cannot be expre ſs d. 


Come, fill our Hearts, with inward Strength, 


Make our enlarged Souls paſſeſs, 


And learn the Height, and Breadth, & Lengt. 
Of taine unmeaſurable. Grace. 


Now to the God whoſe Paw?r can do 

More than our "Thoughts er Wiſhes know, 
Be everiaſting Honours done, 

By all the Church, through Chriſt his Son 


HY MN LXXVII. 
Salvation by Gtace in CRT. 
N OW to the Power of God ſupreme, 
Be everlaſfing Honours giv'n ; 
He faves from Helf (we bleſs his Name) 
He calls joſt wand'ring Souls-to Hera n. 


Not for ear Duties or Deſerts, 


But of his own abounding Grace, 


He works Salvation in our Hearts, 


And forms a People for his Pratfe. 


Twas his own e that begun 
To reſcue Rebels d ro die, 


e gave us Grace in Chrift his Son, 


. 
ſalits, the Lord, appears ab la 8 57 
And makes lis Father's Councils known, 
Declares the great Tranſactions paſt, 

nad brings immortal Bleffttags down. 


HYMN LXXIX. 
Sight of Gon and Cx in Heaven: 


Eſcend from Heav'n immortul Dove, 
ID <toop down and take us on thy Wings, 
4 mount, and bear us far abeve 
he Reach of theſe inferior Things. 


O ©» a Sight, a pleafing Sight 

(+ our Almighty Father's Throne! 

here firs our Saviour, crown'd with Light, 
 Cloath'd in a Body like our own, | 


bring Saints around him ſtand, 

I hroncs and Pow'rs before him fall, 
The God fhines gracious thro” the Man, 
AL. ſheds ſweet Glorics on them all. 
en ſhall the Day, dear IL. ord, appear, 
141 we mall mount to dwell above, 
ad and bow among them there, 
-\14 11ew thy Face, and ſing thy Love? 


1 Y MN LXXX.” Tovitng t Praife,.. 
"OME, guilty Souls, and fleg.away 

( Like l Jeſu's Wounds, t 

1 15 is the welcome Gosrer-Day, | 
Wherein tree Grace abounds, ' 


——— ———T—ñ  —C 


[ 54 ] 
Dod lov'd the World, and gave his Son 
| To drink the Cup of Wrath ; 
| And Jeſus ſays, he'll caſt out none 
| That come to him by Faith. 


HY M N LXXXI. The Same. 


PI ye the Lord, 'tis good to raiſe 
Our Hearts and Voices in his Praiſe : 
WH Tis Nature and his Works invite, 
| To make this Duty our Delight. 


Sing to the Lord, exalt him high, 

Who ſpreads his Clouds around the Sky ; 
There he prepares the fruitful Rain, 

Nor lets the Drops deſcend in ain. 


He form'd the Stars, thoſe heav'nly Flames, 

He counts their Numbers, calls their Names; 

His Wiſdom's vait, and knows no Bound, 

A Deep where all our ''houghts are drowa'd. ? 


He makes the Graſs tho Hills adorn, 
And cloaths the ſmiling Fields with Corn; 
The Beals with Food Wis Hands ſupply, 
And the young Ravens when they cry. 


But Saints are lovely in bis Sight; 
He views his Children with Delight; I 
He fees their Hope, he knows their Fear, | 
And looks and loves his Image there. 


1 
II TMN LXXXII. The Same. 


E Seckers of God. 
Whoſe diligent Care, 
I; ever imply d 
in Chriſt's Blood to ſhare. 
Wich Praiſes unccaſing, 
Your ſeſus proclaim, 
R -joicing, and bleſſing 


His excellent Name. 


'T1s jeſus commands, 
Come all to his Houſe, 
And lift up your Hands, 
And pay him your Vos, 
And whilſt we are giving 
Our Jeſus his Due, 
Do thou, bleſſed Spirit, 
Our Natures revew | * 22. Me 


MN LXXXIT. Univerſal paths! 5 


ask! dull Soul, how ev'ry Thing 
Strives t” adore our bounteous W 
+ double Fribute pays, 
' 72 its Part, and then obe s. 
\ N tor Shame, my ſlu Sei Heart, 
de, and gl: a fl fing thy Part; 4 
ern of Bir. and Springs, and N 
d' employ th nobletr POW. 


J. 14 [ 


. whole Nature to thy Aid, be”, 
= ee 'twas He whole Nature made 85 
3 


r 6 } 
Join we in one endleſs Song, 


Who ta one God all belong. 
Live for ever, glorious Lord, 
Live by all thy Works ador'd ; 
One in Threc. and Three in Que, 1 
All Things bow to thee alone. 


H Y M N LXXXIV. The New Creation x. 


T TEND while God's cternal Son, 4 
Doth his own Glories ſhew ; 
«© Bchold, | fit upon my Throne, 


«« Creating all Things new. : 
„ Nature and Sin are put away, i 

© And the old Adam dies, 
„% My Hands a new Foundation lay, 

te See a new World ariſe !”? 
Mighty Redeemer, ſet us free 


From our old State of Sin; | 
O make our Souls alive to thee, 
Create new Pow s within. 


Renew our Eyes, and form our Ears, 
And mould our Hearts afrefh ; 

Give us new Paſſions, Joys, and Fears, 
And turn the Stone to Fleſh, 


Far ſrum the Regions of the Dead, 
From Sin and Earth and Hell; - 
In the new World thy Grace hath made 


- 


May we far ever dwell ! 


4 * 
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MN LXXXV. Longing for Cuz 18. 


Come, thou wounded Lamb of God, 
Come wath us in thy cleanſing Blood, 
lade us within thy Wounds, then Pain 
|. Gvcet, and Life or Death is Gain. 


Fake our r Hearts, and let them be 
7 

-,r ever clos'd to all but ther: 

thou our Breaſis, and let us wear 
at Pledge of Love for ever there. 


leſt arc thoſe who ſtill abide 
Heller d in thy bleedin e Side ! 

ite and Strength from thence derive, 
Ar 4 by thee move, and in thee live. 


{oy can it be, thou heav nly King, 

{ht thou ſhould'ſt Man to Glory bring? 

— - Slaves the Part'ners of thy Throne, ny 
De. 4 with a Never-fading Crown 


vn 


W 


\t, Lord! enlarge our ſcanty Thought, 

dow the Wonders thou hait wroughtz -: 
1looſe our ſtamm'ring Tongue to tell 
Love immenſe, unſearchable. 


born of man Brethren thou, 5 — 
; thee both Earth and Heav'n muſt bow, 
p us to thee our All to give, 


de may we die, thine may we bye! 182 


[ 68 } 
HYMN LXXXVI. The Same. 


Love divine, how ſweet thou art, v. 
When ſhall I find my lunging Heart 
All taken up by thee * 
Oh make me pant and thirſ to prove, 
The Greatnets of redeeming Love, 0 
The Love of Chriſt to me. | 


God only knows the Love of God ; 
O that it now were ſhed abroad 
In each poor ſtony Heart ! 
For Love I'd fight, for Love I'd pire, 
This only Portion, Lord, be mine, 
Be mine this better Part! | 


O that we could far ever fit 

With Mary, at the Maſicr's Feet, 
Be this dur happy Choice ! 

Our only Care, Delis cht, and Bliſs, 


Our joy, our Heav'n A Farth, be this, 
To hear the Bridegroum's Voice. 


Thy only Love may we require, 
Nothing on Karth beneath, Defire, 
0 Nothing in Heart. above ; 
+ Let Earth and all its Frifics go, 
Give us, O Lord, thy Love to know, 
Give us thy precious Love. 


| HYMN IXxXXVII 
| Commit thy Way unto the Lonb, &e. 


OME, my Soul, before the Lamb, 
Fall and do him Rev rence; 


— „1— . 


©. 
Des him for his Blood and Name, 
Slug his great Deliv'rance. 
V. hy ſhould Sorrow bow thee down, 
[rials or Temptation! 
"- ot Chriſt upon the Throne, 
Stil thy ſtrong Salvation? 


(ut thy Burdens on the Lord, 
— T.cave them with thy Savicur ; 
Il (whoſe Bands for thee were bor'd) 
Can and will deliver. 


Turn thee to thy Reſt, my Soul, 
Turn thee and diſcover 

15. ” he yet is Merciful, 
urn thee to thy Lover. 


that thou haſt him forgot, 
bo can happy make thee ; 

ure upon him who thee bought, 
to him he takes thee. 


e thy earthly Cares behind, 

ind alone thy Saviour ; 
chou all befide but Wind, # 
{ T on it ever. 


HY MN ILIXxXXVII. 
The Chriſtian Race. 


* AKE our Souls, away our Fears; 
: Let ev'ry trembling Thought be ae: 5 
-\wake and run the heav'nly Race, 4 
Hud put a chearful Courage on, 


Truc, 'tis a Hrait and thorny Road, 
And mortal Spirits tire and faint; 
But we forget the mighty God, 
That feeds the Strength of ev'ry Buint. 


. þ O mighty God, thy matchleſs Pow'r ! 
Wl Is ever new and ever young; | 
And firm endures, while endleſs Years 

Their everlaſting Circles run. 


From thee, the overflawing Spriag, 
elievers drink a treſh Supply, 

While ſuch as truſt their native Strength, 

Shall melt away, and droop, and die. 


5 an — —_ 
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1 g Swift as an Eagle cuts the Ait, 3 
| 1 Oh may we mount to thine A bude ! 

q On Winys of Love to Jetus fly, 

Nor tire amidſt the heav*nly Road! 


HY MM N LXXXIX. 
We love him, becauſe he fir loved us, 


F him who did Salvation bring, 

1 Lord, may we ever think and firg! 
* Arie, ye guilty, he Il forgive; 

Ariſe, ye necdy, he'Ureheve. 


Eternal Lord, Almighty King. 

| | All Heav'n doth wich thy Triumphs ring; 11 
> Thou conquer ſt all, beneath, above, 

Devils with Force, and Men with Love. % 


35 

„ Mame our Sins, Chriſt bluſh'd in Blood, 
„ . !os*d\lns yes to ſhew ns God ; 

Ita the World fall down and know, 
one but God ſuch Love could ſhow, - 


1 MN M. Preſerving Grace. 


O God the only Wiſe, 
Our Savrfour and our King, 
the Saints below the Skies 
{hor humble Pruiſes bring. 


bis Almighty Lore, 
Counſel aud his Care, 
„es us fafe from Sin and Drath, 
* Cd er'ry Hurtful Snare. 


He will preſet his Saints, 

| »vlemill?s and compleat, 
We ſtht Glory of his Face, 

n Joys diviaely great: 


en all che. choſen Seed 

41! ncet around the Throne, 
+11! hieſs. the Conduct of bis Grace, 

a make his Wonders Known, 

' 0 O18 Redeemer. God, 

dom aud Pow'r belongs, 

1-::10tal Crowns of Majeſby,' 

4 everlaiting Songs. 


<4 


AJ 


11 
IIYVMN XCI. To jesus Canrsr, 


Thou in whom the Gentiles truſt, 
| Thou only holy, only juſt, 
0 Oh tune our Souls to praiſe thy Name, 
WW. Jetus ! unchangeable, the ſame ! 


kt : 1 
} If Angels. whilit to thee they ſing, 
ft Wrap up their Faces in their Wing, 


How hall we ſinful Duſt draw nigh 
The great, the awful Detty ! 


Glory to thee, auſpicious Lamb! 

Thou holy Lord, thou great I Am ! 

With ali our Pow'r, thy Grace we bleſs, 
Oor Joy, dur Peace, our Righceoutinels, 


| Live, ever glorious Jeſus l live, 
Ii; Worthy all Bleſſings to receive! 

| Worthy on high enthron'd to fit 
With cv'ry Pow't beneath thy Feet. 


H YM N XCII. Untruitfulneſs. 


Il 1 ONG have we fat beueath the Sound 
„ Of thy Salvation Lord, 
! But mill how weak our Faith is found, 
N And Knowledge of thy Word! 
Oft we frequent thy holy Place, 
Yet hear almoſt in vam ; 


Ho ſmall a Portion of thy Grace 
1 Do our falſc Hearts retain ! 


„ 
Iructons Saviour and our God, 
little art thou known, 
1! che Judgments of thy Rod, 
10 Bleſßngs of thy Throne? 
cold and feeble is our Love, 
ar negligent our Fear! 
low our Hope of joys above, 
iow few Aﬀections there 


\ 
1 


1 


God, thy ſor'reign Aid impart, 
„ vive thy Word Succeſs; 


ny Salration on our Heart, 
\u make vs learn thy Grace. 
- zur forgetful Feet the Way 
hit leads to Joys on hiyh ; 
knowledge grows without Decay, 
Love ſhall never die. 


1 Y M N XCIIT. The Church, a Garden. 
FF 10N's a Garden wall'd around, 
# ; Choſ-n and made peculiar Ground; 
de Spot inclos'd by Grace, 
the World's wide Wilderneſs. 
A Spicy Trees, Believers ſtand, 
aby an Almighty Hand; 
i the Springs in Zion flow, 
maube the rich Plantation grow. 
» te, O heav'nly Wind, and come, 
on this Garden of Perfume; 
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Spine G1vV1AGC, delcend, aud breathe 
A ractgus O04 oen Plants bencatts. 


3 
Mak tho eur Spices flow abroad, 

A vrutetui lncente to our God; 

Let Faith. and Love, and Joy appear, 
And ever; Grace be active here. 


HYMN XCIV. Redemption foun 

| 15 OL, Y Lamb, who thce receive, 
ho in thee. begin to live, 

Day and Night hey cry ro thec, 

As thou art, "fo let us be. 


Fix, O fix each way*rins Mind, 
To t! 1 Crots our Spirits bind; 
Earth Paikons far remove, 
Swailuw.up our Souls in Love. 


ſt and Aſhes tho? we be, 
Full of Gpilt and Miſcry ; 
Thr ug we arr. thon Son of God, 
Tab the Purchaſe of thy Blood. 


Boundleſs Wiſdom, Pow'r divine, 
Lore ut Peskuble are thi ine; 

Praife by all to thee be giv 'n, 

dons ot Facth and Hoſts of Heav'n, 


NY MN ATV. 
-, Complaimny; of ſpiritual Sloth. 
UR &rowfy Pow'rs, why ſleep ye fo 
Awake cach fuggifh Soul ; 


7s 1 


Nothing bas half our Work to do, 
ret nothing s halt fo dull. 


Due little Ants for one poor Grain, 

L: tour, and tug, and ſtri ve; 
ve who have a Hear'n t' obtain, 
ae negligent we live. 


>, for whom God the Sou came down, 
And labour'd for cur Good, 
en xcleſs to ſecure that Crown 
C purchas'd with his Blood! 


10 hall we he fo Zubgi cd ul, 
An | ne ver: act our Parts ? 
15, holy Dove, from th! heay al Hil, 


And fir, and warm our Hearts. 


"all our active Spirits move, 
bar rd our Souls ſhall riſe; 
lands ot Faith, and Wings of Love, 
\\ my 27 and rake the Prizes”. | f 
H Y MN „cl. y 
215 T'S Righteoninels imputed to Rdlievths, 
APPY he who eber belicves, bu A 
The Embaſſy of Peace, --: 
Who at leſu's Hand receives 
The Gift of Rightcouſneſs : : 
God is his Salvation b Gee" l 
Th Lori is his Almighty Shield 
e with Grace ſhall be endowd, 


And then with Glory flld... 0 


ad # & 


11 
Did tte Sin of Adam flav, 
And ruin all his Race 7 
Tetus takes our Sins away, 
By ſuff ring in dur Pe; 2 
He perto: m'd 1 aut God recuir'd, 
And anjwer 4 * ha Fa CCMEECS } 
In his Richteouineſ atti- d. 
T ke true Beuever tauds. 


Moſes, at a Di: tance, faw 
The Righteouſueis divine | 

Ia the Volume ct the Law, 
11. x cleariy deth it ſhine *! 

Ho cly ! i T and Pr rophets old. 
Irbeld from far the ble=eimg Lamb, 
Of his Righteon inefs facet old, 
An. trutied | 12 the ſams. 


How perveriely cid the Jews 
His Righreouſneſs di ſears! 
Stall we then bis Love at uſe, 
And ighe his great Re ward 
Ot the La he us the Ed, 
And iter we have done our be®, 
On dis Grace we mult de pc au, 


Ard in his Merits rea. 


What i Myftery of Love 
In 54's Defgns appear: | 
Jeſus coming from abo e, 
Our Sin and Torment bear: : 


_ 7 * wh « . 2 — 
: 20 Man his Ai gheegutnels; 
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SW 
Qur Sorrows and our Tears we pour 
[to the Botom of our Gar; 
He hears us in the mouratul Hour, 
And helps us bear the h. avy Loud. 


Oh! could our thankful Hearts deviſe 
A Pribute equal to thy Grace, 

19 the third Heav'n our Songs ſhou'd riß 
And trach the golden Harps thy Praile. 


SS & Þ$. Bo («+ # 
Fervency of Devotion deſired, 


OME, holy Spirit, heav*nly Dove 2, 
With all thy quick” ving Pow'rs, 
Kindle a Flame of ſacred Love 
In theſe cold Hearts of ours. 


Look how we grovel here beiow, 

Fond of the A earthly Toys ; 

Our Souls how heavily they go 
To reach eternal Joys! 


In vain we tune our formal Songs, 
In vain we ſtrive to rite ;; 

Hioſannas languiſh on our Tongics, 
And our Devotion dies. 


Dear Lord! and ſhall we ever live 
At this poor dying Rate: 

Our Love to faint, ſo cold to thee, 
And thing to us ſo great? 


19 1 
me, holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove, 
\ ith all thy quick'ning Pow'rs ; 
Come, ſhed abroad a Saviour's Love, 
Auch that hall kindle ours. 


H YM N C. The Same. 
O praiſe redeeming Love, 


Dear Chriſtians, lend a Voice; 


Come thou diviner Dore, 
Ar Ap us to rejoice ! 

Our Hearts too low, 

Lord thou canſt raiſe 3 

Bleſt Spirit, blow, 

And we mall prauiſe. 
, Lord, may we admire 
.- Riches of thy Grace, 
„thou ſhalt call us higher, 
' 1-72 to behold thy Face; 

Oh Eight of Grace, 

Oh Depth of Love, 

Lord fit us for 

Hur Place above. 


o can thy Love express 
Mercy ne'er decays ! 
nit can our Sovls do lets 
| 1.41 love thee all our Days? 
Jleſs God each Soul 
'n unto Death; 
nd write a Song, 
Vor ev'ry Breath, 
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HYMN CT. 
Praiſe to Gop for Creation and Redemption. 
ET them neglect thy Glory, Lord, 
Who never knew thy Grace; 
But our loud Songs ſhall {il record 
The Wonders ot thy Praiſc. 


Ve raile our Shouts, O God, to three 
And ſend them to thy Throne; 
All Glory to th' united Three, 
The undivided One. 


"Twas he und well adore his Nane) 
That form'd us by a Word; 

"I 15 he reſtores our ruin'd Frame, 
Salvation to the Lord! 


Hoſanha ! let the Earth and Skies 
pqat the joy tul Sound; 
Hills aud Vales reflect the Voice 
In one eternal Round. 
HT MN II. 
The Fairhfulneſs of Gor in the Proniies. 
Egin, my Tongue, ſome heav'nly Theme, 
B And ſneik ſome boundleſs T hing, 
The mighty Works, or mightier Name, 
Of our eternal King. 


Tell of his wond*rous P:uthfulneſs, 
And found his Pow'r abroad, 

Sing the ſweet Promiſe ot his Grace, 
And the pertorming Ged, 


1899 
Froclaim Salvation from the L ord, 
or wretched dying Men; 
Hand kath writ the facred Word 
With an immortal Pen. 


ad as in eternal Braſs, 
de mighty Promiſe ſhines; 
dan the Pow'rs of Darkneſs raze 
oſe everlaſting Line: 
ht I hear thine heav'niy Tongue 
But en N. Thou art minc! 
oe gentle Words ſhould raiſe my Song 
e Notes almoſt divine 
»-| iy wouid our leaping Hearts rejoice, 
nd think our Heuv'n fecure ! 
is to hear thy gracious Voice, 
nd Faich defires no more. 


Y MN CIII. Reſurrection of CurisT. 


)LESS'D 3 whoſe young dawn 
2 ng g Rays, 

Vcheld our ring God : 

{ ut ſaw him triumph o'er the Duſt, 
vnd leave his lait Aboe ! 


ug cold Priſon of n Tomb, 

The dead Redeemer lay, 

the rev olving Skies bad brought 
"The third, th' appointed Day. 


eh and the Grave unite their Force, 
iv hold our God in vain ; 


1 
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Tue 1--ping Conqu'ror aroſe, 
Ard burſt their feeble Chain. 


To thy great Name, Almighty Lord, 
Thete ſacred Hours we pay, 

And loud tlofannas ſhall proclaim 
The Triumph of the Day. 


Salvation and immortal Praiſe, 
To our victorious King, 

Let Heav'n and Earth, and Rocks and ©.:5, 
With glad Hoſaunas rivg. 


H Y M N CIY. Praiſe to the Redeemer, 
LUNG'D in a Gulph of dark Defpur 


We wretched Sinners Jay, 

Without one chcarful Beam ot Hope, 
Or Spark of glimm' ring Day. 

With pitving Eyes, the Prince of Grace 
Bchela our helpleſs Grnet ? 

He ſaw, and (O amazing Lore) 

He ran to our Relief. 


Down from the ſhining Sens above, 
With joyful Haſte be fled, 

Enter'd the Grave in mortal Fleſh, 
And dwelt among the Dead. 


Oh! for this Love, let Rocks and Hill; 
T heir laiting Silence break, 

And all harmoniovs human 'Fongues 

The Saviour's Pratics fpeak. 


[84 -] 
aut our mighty Joys, 
><; inc all your . arps ot on 
hen 500 ratle 50 I h! eſt 
Love can ne'cr be 4 7 


1 
Paſſion and Exaltation of CHRIST 
ME, all harmonious Tongues, 
'S Your nobieſt Mutc bring ; : 
Chriũ the everlaſting God, 
1d Chit the Man, we fog. 


5 
Notcs 0 


ho he took our Fleſh, 
take away our Guilt ! 
the dear * of ſacred Blood, 
at helliſh Monſters ſpilt. 


n 10 the Shades of Death 
% bow's his awtul Head : 

* arole ww live aud reign, 
eu Denth itſelt is dead. 


more the bloody Spear, 
© Croſs and Null no more; 
el itſclf ſhakes at his Name, 
11d all the Heav'ns adore. 


here the Redeemer fits, 
ieh on his Father's | hrone 3 
| he T "uther lays his Veng' ance y, 
| tales upon his Son. 
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I} MN Cui 
he Glory of Cue in Heaven 
H the Delights, thc heav'nly [ov: 
The Glorics of the Place, 
Where Jefus ſheds the Urighteſt Beams 
a 0 5 * 
Ot his o'erlowing Grace | 


| 
| 


; 

Sweet M:yeity and av ful Love, | 

Sit imiling on his Brow, | 
And .il the glorious Ranks above 

At humble Diſtance bow. 
His Heo4, the dear majeſtic Head, 

That crucl Thorns did wound, 
Se: what immortal Glories ſhiac, 

And circle it around 


This is the Man, th' exalted Man, 
Whoin we, unſecn, adore, 

Put when or Eyes behold hi Face, 
Our Hearts ſhall love him more. 

Lord, ſet our Spirits all on Fire 
To ſce thy bleſs d Abode ; 

And tune or Tongucs to fing the Pralle 
Ot our incarnate God ! 


HYMN CVI. 
Look on him whom they have pierced, and mus. 
NFINITE Grief! amazing Woe ! 
Behold our blecding Lord; | 
Hell and the Jews conſpir'd his Death, 0 1 
And us'd the Roman Sword? 
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Ou the ſharp Pangs of ſmarting Pain, 
Hur dear Redeemer bore, 
Wh-n kactry Whips, and ragged Thorns, 
His ſacred Body tore 
Et knotty Whips, and ragged Thorns, 
in vain do we accuſe ; 
| n we blame the Roman Bands, 
| the more ſpightful Jews. 
| Futte you, our Sins, our cruel Sins, 
Is chief Tormentors weze; 
teh of our Crimes became a Nail, 
and Unbehet the Spear. 
te you that pull'd the Veng'ance dowa 
Upon his guiltleſs Head; 
break our Hearts, oh burſt theſe Eyes, 
nd let our Sorrow bleed. 
mighty Grace, each flinty Soul, 
uu melting Waters flow, 


1. deep Repentance drown our Eyes 
i» undiffembled Woe. 


H Y M N CVIIT. The Same. 
LAS! and did our Saviour bleed“ 
And did our Sov'reign die! 
d he devote that ſacred Head 
or ſuch a Worm as 1? 
i for Crimes that I had done, 
Fe groan'd upon the Tree 
Anzing Puy! Grace unknown, 
aud Love beyond Degree, 
I 
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Well might the Sun in Darkneſs hide, 
And mut his Glories in, 
When God the mighty Maker dy'd, 
For Man, the Creature's Sin. 


Thus might [ hide my bluſhing Face, 
Whiic his dear Croſs appears ; 

Diſſolve my Heart in Thankfulneſs, 
And melt my Eyes to Tears. 


But Drops of Grief can ne'cr repay 
The Debt of Love Lowe; 

Ma I here give myſelf away! 
Lis all that I can do, 


HY M N TIX. The Same. 


S there a Thing beneath the Sky, 
Cau Comtort bring, or ſatisfy, 
But our dear Saviour s Wunds? 
Here is a ſwect and conſtant Peace, 
A Trcafure full of richeſt Grace. 
All elſe are empty Sounds. 


Attend, my Soul, fink down with Shame 
Before his Face, who only came 
To ſuffer, bleed and die; 
O think upon thy Sin and Guilt, 
For which his precious Blood was ſpilt, 
Tbou didſt him crucity. | 


See, thou wie Piece of hntu! Duſt. 
Thy deareſt . Lord ſweat for thy Luſt, 


— — — — 
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Im Drops of Blood fall down 
no he yonder-prottrate lies 

O ſerve his — * and Cnes, 
Mark every Tear and Groan. 

tha dear Lord dragg'd like a. Thiet, 

„ nidſt Contempt, and Stripes, and Grief, 
vor thee a Sacrifice; 

een'd unto the ſhametut Wood, 

"eſpiz'd by Men, and bath'd in Blood; 
dear thy Ranfom Price! 

didſt thou ſuffer thu. for me 

[):; + thou feel all this Miſery 
to give me Lite and Pence: 

{hn let me bear it on my Heart, 

My 21! is purchas'd with thy Smart, 
iy blood ſigns my Releaſe. 

. 
Dicinguſſtüng Love, or Angels puniſhed, and 
Nlan fave.l; 
OWN headlong from the native Ski: s, 
The Rebel-Angelz fell“ 

Ant Thunder-Bolts of flaming Wrath 
Pirtu'd them deep to Hell. a 

Donn from the Top of carthly Mifs 
Nebellious Man was hurPd ; 

/d Tſefus foop'd bencath the Grave 
To'fave a ſinking World. 

U Love of infinite Degree ! 

Unmeaſurable Grace 


L 86 ] 
Muft Heav'n's eternal Darling die, 
To fave à trait'rovs Race? 


Muft Angels fink for ever down, 
And burn in quenchleſs Fire; 
While God forfakes lis ihining Throre 
To rarfe us Wretches higher? 


Oh for this Love, let Earth and Skies, 
With Halicio):hs zin g! 


And the full Choir of human Tongues 
All Halielujabs fing ! 


H Y M N CXT. Cartsr's Commiſſon. 


OME, happy Souls, approach youg Gov, 
| With new melodious Songs; 
Come, rencer to Almighty Grace 
The Tribute of your Tongues. 


So ſtrange, ſo boundlefs was the Love 
That pitv'd dv.ng Men, 

Une Father ſent his equul Son, 
To give them Life again. 


Thy Hands, dear Jeſus, were not arm'd 
With a revenging Rod ; 

No hard Commiſhon to perform 
The Vengeance of a God. * 


But all was Mercy, all was mild, 
And Wratk forſook the T hrone, 
When Chriſt on the kind Errand came, 
And brought Sul-ation down. 
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lere, Sinners, you may heal your Weunds, 
And wipe your Sorrows dry ; 

T.ult in the mighty Saviour's Name, 
And you ſhall never die. 

C weſt Lord, melt down our Souls 
accept thine offer'd Grac” ; 

Den will we bleſs the Saviour's Love, 


And give the Father Praiſe. 


HYMN CXII. The Same. 


AISE your triumphant Songs 
| To an immortal Tune; 
the wide Earth reſound the Deeds 
Colettial Grace has dome. 
Hung how eternal Love, 
„schief Beloved choſe, 
vnd bid him raiſe our wretched Race 
rom their. Abyſs of Waes. 
113 Hand no Thunder bears, 
No Terror cloaths his Brow ; 
Bolts to drive our-gulity Souls 
1c ftercer Flames below. 
"Twas Mercy fill'd.the Thronc, 
And Wrath food ülent by, 
Aden Chriſt was ſent with Pat dons dur. 
I's Rebels doom'd to dig. 


Nov Sinners, dry. your Tears. 
Let hopeleſs Sorrows ceaſe 


I 3 


190 
Bow to the Scepter of his Love, 
And take the offer'd Peace. 


Lord, we cbey the Call ; 
We "ay an humble Claim 

To the Salvation thou haſt brought, 
And love and praiſe thy Name, 


H YM N XIII. 
Behold I ſtand at the Door and knock, &. 


Wes magrity thy Grace, O Lord; 
222 hait thou prepar”.! 
A Suppe ior thy Saints 
All Things are-ready, thou haſt ſaid, 
A Table thou haſt riehly ſpread, 
To anſwer all our Wants. 


Now, Lord, allure our Souls to Thee, 
O kin diy bid us come and fee, 

And taſte how Good thou art; | 
Knock with the Hammer of thy Word, 
Knock by thy powerful Spi — Lord, 

Lord break into each 


Darkneſs and Uubelief remove, 

And raviſh all our Souls with Love, 
Caſt out the Pow'r of Sin; 

Teſus, attend our feeble Pray'r, 

And for thyſelt our Hearrs prepare, 
Come in, our Lord, comc-in. 


Let Comfort, Love, and Joy, and Peace, 
Like Rivers flow, and ſtill increaſe, 


181 
Vato the Ocean driv'n; 
, condeſcend to ſup with me, 
d grant I now may ſup with thee, 
dad ſup at Liſt in Heav'n. 


H Y M N CXIV. 
pentance flowing from the Patience of Goo. 
A ND are we Wretches yet alive? 
4 ö And dowe yet rebel! 
i boundleſs, ea 
hat bears us up from 


4c Burden of our weighty Guilt 
Would link us down to Flames, 
A | threat'ning Vengeance rolls above, 
Jo cruſh our feeble Frames. 


\\nighty Goodneſs, cries, Forbear, 
A: frait the Thunder ſtays : 
dare we now provoke his Wrath, 
\nd weary out his Grace ! 


Lo ru we have long abus d thy Love, 
90 long indulg'd our Sin; 

at our Hearts may bleed to ſet 
What RebeE we have bern 


No gore our Luſts, may ve command, 


Ny more may we obey 
ch out, O God, thy conqu'ring Hand, 


Ind drive thy l'oes away, 


| 
| 
| 
f 
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H Y MN CXY. 
Acceſs tothe Throne of Grace by a Mediator 
68 let us ft our joy ful Eyes 
Up to the Courts above, 


And ſmile to fee our Father there, 
Upon a Throne of Love. 


Once 'tu as a Seat of dreadful Wrath, 
And ſhot devouring Flame; 

Our God.appear'd canſuming Fire, 
And Vengeance was bis Name. 


Rich were the Drops of. Jeſu's Blood. 
That calm'd his frowning Face, 

That fprinkl'd o'er the burning Throne, 
And turn'd the Wrath to Grace. 


New we may bo before his Feet, 
And venture near the Lord ! 
No fiery Cherub guards his Seat, 

Nor doubl-:- flaming Sword. 


The peaceful Gates of heav'nly Blais 
Are open'd: by the Son: 

High let us raiſe our Notes of Praiſe, 
And reach th! Almighty 'Throue. 


To thee ten thouſand Thanks we bring, 
Great Advocate on high; 

Aud Glory to th vel King 

That lay: his Fary by. 


E 
HYMN CXVI. 
The Darkneſs of PROVIDENCE. 
ORD, we adore thy vaſt Defigas, 
Th? obſcure Abyſs of Providence, 
Too deep ro ſound with mortal Lines, 
Tos dark to view with feeble Senſe. 


thou array'ſt thine awful Face, 
angry Frowns without a Smile ; 
8 . „ thro” the Cloud believe thy Crace, 
'urc of thy Compaſſion ſtill. | 


iro Seus and Storms of deep Diſtreſs, 
1 They tail by Faith, and vor by Sight; 
Faith guides them in the W Mae, 
IThro' all the Briars ef the Night. 


Dear Father. if thy lifted Rod. 
R-ſolre to ſcourge us here helow, 
ne muſt lean upon our God, 

| tine Arm fhall bear us (ately thro”, 


HYMN CXYVIT. 
The Priefthood of CHRIS r. 


! 00D has a Voice to J, * the Skies, | 


Revenge, the Blood of Abel cnes 
an the dear Stream when Chriſt was ſlain, 
*peuks Peace as loud from ev'ry Veins 


P-r4on and Peace from God on high; 
4 bold he lays his Vengeance by; 
and Rebels — deſerve his Sword, 
come the Fav'rites of the Lord. 


— — 2 — 
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To Jeſus let our Praiſes riſe, 
Who gave bis Life a Sacrifice; 
Now he appears before our God. 
And for our Pardon pleads his Bloods 


HYM N CXVII. 
The Benefit of Publhc Ordinances, 
Ay from ev'ry mortal Care, 
A Away from Earth our Souls retreat ; 
M ſeare this worthleſs World afar, 
And wait, and worthip near thy Seat. 


Lord. in the Temple of thy Grace, 
We fee thy Feet, and we adore ; 

We gaze upon thy lovely Face, 

And learn the Wonders of thy Pow'r. 


While here our various Wants we mourn, 
United Groans aſcend on high ; 

And Prayer bears a quick Return 

Of Zleſſings in Variety. 


Father, our Souls would fill abide, 
Within thy Temple, near thy Side ; 
Bur if our Feet muſt hence depart. 
Still keep thy Dwelling in each Heart. 


H Y MN CXIX. Humiliation. 
ORD, we ar: vile, concew'd in Sin, 
And born unholy and unclean : 
Sprung from the Man whoſe guilty Fall, 
Corrupts the Race, and taints us all. 


CW <= 
Hon as we draw our [nfant-Breath, 
The Sceds of Sin grow up tor Death; 
hy Law demands a pertect Heart, 
Bu: we're defil'd in ev'ry Fart. 


Pciold, we fall before thy Face, 

Hur only Rutuge ts thy Grace; 

N outward Forms can make us clean, 
The Leproſy lies deep within. 


ſeſus, our God, thy Blood alone, 

i Tath Pow'r futficient to atone ; 

ord, let us hear thy pard'ning Voice, 
and make our dewn-caſt Hearts icjuice. 


YMN CXX. Thr Offices of Canisr. 


\ E, bleſs: the Prophet ot the Lord, 

ö That comes with Truth and Grace ; 

ſeſus, thy Spirit and thy Word, 
Shall lead us in thy Ways. 


rev'rence our High Prieſt above, 
ho offer'd up his Blood. 

And lives to carry on his Love, 
By pleading with our God, 


I 


e © honour our exaked King : 

[Tow ſweet are his Commands? 
Fe guards our Souls from Hell aud 8 
By ay his Almighty Hands. 


Hoſanna to his glorious Name, . 
Who ſaves by diff rent Ways! 


[ 


THis Mercyes lay a for'reign Claim 
To our immortal Praiſe. 
1 HYMN CXXL 
Faith in CHA15T our Sacrifice, 
OT a!l the Blood of Beafis, 
| On Jewiſh Altars flain, 
| Could give the guilty Conſcience Peace, 
0 Or Wach away the Stain. 
Pur Chriſt, the heav'nly Lamb, 
Fakes all our Sins away ; 
A Sacrifice of aobler Name, 
And richer Blood than they. 
Myr Faith would lay her Hand 
On that dear Head of thine, 
While like a Penitent I ſtand, 
And there confeſs my Sin. 
My Soul looks back to fee 
The Burdens thou didit bear, 
When hanging on the curſed Tree, 
| And hopes her Guilt was there. 
Believing, we rejoice 
| To ſec the Curſe remove; 
We blefs the Lamb with chearfu! Voice, 
| And fing his bleeding Love. 


| HYMN CXXU. 
Goc reconcil d in CurisT. 


Ea ks r of all the Names above, 
Our Jefus and our God, 
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Vn can reſiſt thy heav'nly Lore, 
Or trifle with thy Blood. 


"Tis by the Merits of thy Death, 
> * Father miles again 

'Ti> by thine interceding Breath 
e Spirit dwells with Men. 


« 
i God in human Fleſh I fee, i 
Vi | he 308 ht no Comtort find 8 : 
The holy, juſt, and ſacred Three 
e Terrors to my Mind. 


But ut Immanuel's Face appear, 
My Hope, my Joy begins 

Il Name forbids my laviſh Fear, 
His Grace removes. my Sins. 


V bile Tews on their own Law rely, 
And Greeks of Wiſdom bo: aſt ; 

| lOve th” incarnate Myſtery, 
nd there | fix my Truf. 


H Y M N CXXIII. 


O come let us ſing unto the Lor gn. 


ISCIPLES of Chriſt, 1 
Ye Friends of the Lamb, 
Artend and afiiit 
In ſinging his Fame: 
Eternal . 
The Faithful hould par, 
The living, the living, 
As we 40 Day. 


F 68 


* / 
A Body of Chay, 
i hunbly put on, 
And then took away 
The Sin v© had done 
And in it endured 
Thy Wrath to us due, 
] he Curſe we incv: ed, 
Ou deripes und vi: WW 66 


Not only tw dvd. 
Bur alſo arotlc, 
Laid Weaknets aſide, 
And ever his Foes, 
(Sin, Death, and the Devil) 
E triumphea Wer, 
| An. every evil, 
f Dowinion vng Pour. 
O mereipal Lan by 
b Who fits un the Throne, 
| Wo row at thy Name, 
Li We count thee alone 
Deſerving dur Ble ſhag, 
. And Bictiyg wi .1 give, 
* Without ever Coal ns 
li do long as we vc, 


HY MN ee. Adult Diptifn, 
ESCEND, cei#:al Dove! 
In err Bulom duell; 
Upon the preſent Water move, 
While we the pfuence feck 


199 
A n0!nt with holy Fire, 
Baptige with pi 'rging Flames 
Soul, and with thy Grace inſpire, 
fn Ceaſchets living St rea 13. 


i he heavinly Unction give, 
Thy Promite, Lord, tuitl 
Che Pow'r thy Spirit to receive, 

And Strength to do thy Wil. 


{hy Ord'nance we obey, 
O meet us in the fame ; 
An. a vith this Watr co nov convey 
{ac Virtucs of thy Name. 


© :1efs to this thy Sign, 
ud grant the inw: ard Grace ; 

it this tt 937 Servant teal « tor thine, 
From hence depart in Peace. 


HVYVMN CXXV. Infant Baptiim. 
18 U n did the Sons of Ib L "I: 1211 P | 
Inder the bloody Seal of Grace; 

Tr: yours Ditcrples bore the Yoke, * 
Ii Chr1it the paintul Bondage broke. 


\ milder V 5 doth E 5 5 Prove 

12 Father's Cov'nant and his Love 
He feals:to Sainrs his glorious l 
ad-mnot forbids their Inis 1t-Racc, 


211 Seed is vp ee with his Blood, 
Ihen Children ſet apart tor Geog ; 


*F' as 
His Spirit on their Offspring ſhed, 
Like Water pour'd upon the Head. 


Let ev'ry Saint with chen rtul Voice 
In this large Covenant rejoice z 
Young Children in their early Day 3, 


Shall vive the God of Abr'ham P. * 


HYMN. e. 
Original and actual Sin co ifeſ;'d and pardon'd. 
CRP. we would ſpread our lore Diftreſ; 
„ Ani Guilt betore thine Eyes; 
Agaiun thy Lav's, against thy Grace, 
How | b:gh o. - Crimes ariſe! 


Should thou condemn ont Souls to Fle!l, 
And cruſh our Fleſh to Dutt, 

Heav*n would approve thy Veng'ance well, 
And Furth mutt ownrit tuff. p 


Clcanſe us O Lord, and chenr cach Soul 
With thy torgiving Love; 

O make our broken Spirits whole, 
And bid our Pains remove. 


Let not thy Spirit quite depart, 
Nor drive us trom thy Face; 
Create new our vicious | HERR 

Aud fill them with thy Grace, 


HY M N CXXV!i. Bchold the Man! 
E terious Souls, draw near, 
My Sony of jetus hear: 


3 

„ fd in Blood his Garments ſhine, 
im gloriouſly divine; 
is 11 ands your Names appear, 
„e with me, his Kingdom ſhare. 


vers of Pleaſures low 
rom him tor you to know; 
a who for your Saviour mourn ; 
, by Blood and Water born; 
vt who glad the Word recene ; 
wa, who taught of God believe. 


3 


b exalted Saviour ſee, 

le ivd and dy'd for thee: 

zen he came down from God, 
"to *( all his Veins of Blood; 

* the Lamb for Sinners inns, 


en Souls, Behold the Man“ 


Come near ye weary, come! 

[iis Arms ſhall make you Room ! 
, the Fruit of Jefle's Stem, 
ens vou the living Stream; 
„„ horn of David's Line, 

: unto himſelf ſhall join. 


Your Folly he ſhall hide, 

And bury in his Side; 
come NEAT, his Mercie: taſte, 
hour Sins on him be caft ; 
approach, for he ſhall b-ar 
pour Burden, all your Care. 


K 3 


1 
i 


5 
All e Won ro, bl: 3 tire. 
Who'd reſt trom Sin's De irc, 
ſus bids you io the Feat, 
I here is your cternal Reit; 
Come with me, ord ye ſhall prove 
His an everlaſtin, Love. 


H Y MN CXXVIII. 
Longing for the Latter Day Glory, 


AVIOUR of the World, attend. 
Hearxcn to thy People's Moan ; 
Art thou not the Sinners Friend! 
Art thou not their Friend alone? 
Then thine Far inchac ; 
While they for Redemption cry, 
| hink opon that Word of thine, 
© Your Redemption Craweth nizh.'* 


Hear i. chou nat the many Pray” rs, 
Of: r' by thy Church, uith thee ? 
ve thou rot the thonſard 1 euro, 
Pour'd before thy Maj ety ? 

Market thou not the 8 ? 
Mind & thou not the 2 ings great, 
Of thy ranſom'd little one 
Proftrate round thy ee Scat ? 


I; 't nothing, Lord, te thee, 

nat to many Years they've cry'd |! 
T3 wait ih ir Suit un wſwer'd be, 

Shall their Pray'rs be full deny'd ? 


[ 203 ] 
For thy Mercies? Sake, 
Turn thou the Ca; ptivity, 
Bring the baniſh'd Brethren back, 
Lord, unite them all in thce. 


Be the captive Exile loos'd, 

Lord the Jubilee proclaim! 
u ho Liberty retus'd, 

let them call upon thy Name; 

Whoſo calls on thee, 

Shall Deliv'rance gladly prove, 
hall thy Spoil, dear Jeſus, , 

Monuments that thou art Love. 


+ thy Blood's fo boundlets Pow'r, 

Wide as the Creation reach; 
5worrly loud from Shore to Shore, 

{hy eternal Mercy preach ; 

Let the ranſom'd Seed 

Hear, and to thy Te mple flow, 
A! toc whom thou deign'd ro bleed, , 

Let hem thy Salvation know. 


att thy Enfign very high, 
et thy bl 20dy Croſs be ſeen,” 
Let thy ſcarlet Banners fly, 
Glorious in the Sight of Men; 
Sound the Angel loud, 
© Now begins the Jubilee ! 
Nou Salvation comes from God, 
7 All together it ſhall ſre!“ 


—N——U— 2 — — 222 ——— ͤ—— — te ee. = — 
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HYMN CXXIY. The fame. 


OW many Years have we becn driv'n, 
Out from our Fden, from our IIcav'n? 
Lord it is Time that thou reftore 

Thy wand'ring Church, ro roum no more. 


Six thouſand Years are nearly paſt, 
Since Adam from thy Sigkt was calf ! 
So long ago his fallen Race, 

From Age to Age were void of Peace. 
Pris'ners in Houſes made of Clay. 
And out of Sight of Heav*nly Day, 
They cannot chufe but daily mourn, 
"Till they, from Baniſhment retura. 


When will the happy Trump proclaim, 
The Judgment wr / 4 martyr'd Lamb? 
Wherf ſh1ll the captive Troops be tree, 
And keep th' eternal Jubilee ! 

Haiten, O God, in every Land, 

Send chou thine Angels, and Command; 
Go ſound Deliv'rance ! loudly blow 
Salvation to the Saints be low! 


We want to have the Day appear! 

The promis'd great Sabbunc-Year, 

When far from Grief, and Sin, and H<ll, 
Ifr'el in ceaſebeſs Peace ſhall dwell ! 

"Till then, we will not let thee ref, 
Thou ſtill ſhalt hear our ſtrong Requeſt ; 
And this our daily Pray'r ſhall be, 

Lord, ſound the Trump of Jubilee! 


1 


E 
| + 


* * the Ethiopian clean: 


1 


To he Brightnels of thy Face, 

Flv in Troops the ſupphant Race; 
Princes ſhall adorn the Train, 
Movarchs bow and bieſs thy Retgn 
When like Light'ning thro” the Skies, 
Wl thy latter Glory rife ? 


When falute the ac complithed ALS ? 


() 


7 ong acs and Kindred wait to hug - 
hen ſhall all the choſen Race 
hour aloud redeeming Grace. 


AVIOUR, King, aſſume thy Pow'r, ' 

Thou that art the Conqueror 5 
Lead thy promis'd Glory: on, | 
the Nations to thy Throne. 


het” 


+ the 


— 
2 th 


eat the Band of thoſe be found, 
Who proclaim the joytul Sound; 
et it to thy Ifrael come, 

being the Wand'rers home. 


ben 


Wich! 


UW. -5 


H YM N CXXX. 
All Nations ſhall ferve him. 


5 Loo do bicſs thy Name, 
Weſt thy Worth proclaim 3 


e Faſt new Signs be ſeen. 


ſhall we behold thy Pow'r 


Lord thy Triumphs bring, 


Hallelujah. 


F206 J 
| | H Y M N CXXXI. 


Tie Divine Sorereignty. | 
ö 98 God reigns, ye Lands, rejoĩce, 
Liſttye Ifles a thankful Voice; 
ö Every I beope hy one controul'd, 
Well ſecures the paſſive World. 


Higher than the Sons of Pride, 
He bids raging Waves ſubſide; 
ö Whate tor Strites the Nations fill, 
The Wagle centers to his Will. 


| How unfathomably Wiſe, 

[ Beantions tao his Counſel lies 

6 Fr Way bis Will ie done, 
Fw r) Way hy jquſtice ſhown. 


Thoughts are vain againſt the Lord, 
All ſubferves his ſtanding Word; 
f Satan lets, and Men object, 
Yet the Thing they thwart, cfiect., 
Sub ects of the Lord, be bold 
lefus will his Kingdom hold ; 
l \Wheels encireling Wheels mult run, 
| Each in Place te bring it on. 


— 
—— 


Zleit are Saints that wart his Hour; 
Hifte, great Congu'ror bring it acar, 
Let the glorious Cloſe appear. 


1 | Halle! jah . 
* 


5 Bleſt is Faith, that trifts his Power, 


10% f 
ff 7 M N CXXXE. For Good Friday 
0 10 hath cut Report believed? 


Shilth come is not received, 
Not recerved by his own, 
- 018134 Brauch from Rootof 1:Me, 
-id's Ottspriung ont 0 blefs ye, 
Comes 400 incekly to be Know 1. 


Tel! me, O thou favoured Nation, 
ey fond Expectation ! 
vom? tair, -fprexding lofty Tree. 
et not worldly Pride confound ther 
the lowly Plants around thee, 
the Loweſt—that is He. 


0 the Pow'r who gave us, 
» bs rave his Son to ſave us, 
ess the Son Who freely came ; * 
un, Dleſhag, Adoration, 
Kn from the Whole Crentions 
- ty God and to the Lamb. 


HYM N CXXXIT. 
For the Fifth of November, 
HOUT to the Lord, and let our Joys 
L _ Thew the whole Nation run 
4e Bririſh Skies, reſound the Noif: 
Be — the ring Sun, 
* der mighty Gad, our Squls n 
Chee our glad Voices fi 
\nd join with the celeſtial hoir 
io praiſe th' eternal King. 


— 
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Thy Pow'r the whole Creation rules, 
Ana on the ftarry Skies, 
$1t3 iwiling at the weak Deſigns, 
Thine eavious Foes deviſe. 
1 Thy Scorn derives their tecble Rage, 
. And with an awtul Frown, 
| 4 Flings vaſt Contuhon on their Plots, 
7Þ And {takes their Babel down. 


Almighty Grace defends our 8 
From their malicious Poder; 

Let Britain with waited — 

Almighty Grace adore. 


H Y MN CXXXIV. 
For New Year's Day. 


HE Lord of Earth and Sky, 
The God of Ages praiſe, 
W ho reizas enthron'd on high, 
Ancient ofteadlets Days ; ; 
Who lengthens out our Triel here, 
And ſpares us yet another Year, 


Barren and wicher'd Trees, 
We cumber'd long the Ground, 
No Fruit of Holinets 
On our dead Souls was found; 
Yet doth he us in Mercy ſpare, 
Auother, ud another Year, 


When Juſtice bar'd the Sor ord 
To eut the Fig-tree dowa, 


{ 109 J 
The Pity of our Lord, 
Cry'd, Let it ſtill alone, 
7 1c Father mild inclines his Ear, 
4nd ſpares us yet another Year. 
leſus, thy king Blood, 
From God obtain'd the Grace, 
Who therefore hath beſtow d 
On us a lenger Space ; 
”7hou didft in out Behalf appear, 
nd lo, we fee another Year. 
Then dig about aur Root, 
Break up our fallow Ground. 
And let our gracious Fruit 
To = great Praife aboord : 
let us all thy Praiſe declare, 
4 Frum unto Perfection bear, 


H TMN CXXXV. 
\ Song of Pra to Gon from Great Britain. 
ATURE with all her Power ſhall ag 
God the Creator, and the King ; 
* or Air, nor Karth, wor Skirs, nor Seas, 
Jy the Fribarte of therr Praite, 
»ein to make. lis Glorics known, 
Ye Seraphs that fit near his Throne: | 
"me yov? Hatps high, and ſpread the Sound 
Fo the Creation's utmoſt Bound. 
mortal Things of meaner Frame 
ext Jour Porce, and ewn his Name! 


{ $20] 
Whiltt with our Souls and with our Voice 
We fing his Honours, and our Joys. 


He builds And guards the Britiſh Throne, 
And makes it graclous like his on: 
Makes our ſicceſiwelPrinces Kind, 

Aud gives dur Pahgers de the Wind. 


Raiſe monumental Praiſes high 

Uo him that thunders thro” the Sky; 
The tirongeſt Notes that Angels raiſe, 
Faint in the Worſhip and the Praile. 


AYMN CXX XVII. 
For his Majeſty King GEORGE, and Roy! 
Family. 

T ORD, chou hall bid thy People pray, 
| For all that bear the Sov'reign Sway, 

And thy Vicegerents Reign; 
Rulers, and Governors, and Pow'rs ; 
And lo! in Faith we priy for ours: 
| Nor can we pfay ttt vaio, 
Jeſus thy choſen Jervaßt guard, 
And every threatening Danger ward 
| From his anointed Head; 
Bid all bjs Griefs and Troubles ceaſt, 

ke Path of heav*'nly Peace 

eternal lead. e 
Cover his Enemies with Shame, 
Defeat their dite makcious Aim, 

Their baffled Hopes deſtroy i 


5 a 
But howat on him thy Bleſngs de. wn. 
Crown him with Grace, with. Glory ssen, 


And everlaſting Joy. . 


Tc hoary Hairs be thou his Ged, 
Late may he fee that high Abode, j 
Late to his Heav'n remove ; | 


Of Virtues full, and happy Days, 
Accounted worthy by thy Grace, 
To fill a Throne above, ; 


And when thou doſt his Sp'rit receive i 

O give as in his Oftspring, give l 
back our King again; | 

Pr. /crve them, Providence divine, 

„ let the long illuſtrious Line 
Lo lateſt Ages Reigu- 


Sen urs us of his Royal Race, : 
4 Man to ſtand before thy Face, 
And exerciſe thy Pow'r ! 
With Wealth, Proſperity, and Peace, 
Ir Nation and our Church to blefs, 
Fill Time ſhall be no more, 


o 
— 
— — — ä —ſ— — — 


7 


| | bs 
- The End of the Kirſt Bk. 


1 


— — Cs EE III..— 


Il Y M X 8 


FOR 


SOCIETY, and Perfone meeting in 
Chriſtian- Feilowſhip. 


P . ——_— 


— 


r 


3 


HY MM kt. Fer Socitty. 


110 can have greater Cauſe to fing, 
W Who greater Cauſe to bleſs, 


Than we the Children of the King, 
Thin we who Chriſt poſſeſs? 
Than we who Chi pads 
{ han we who Chriſt poſſeſs ? 


With Angel-Haſts, dear Lamb, we join 
To praife thy Love and Pow'r, 
To magnify thy Grace divine, 
Thou mighty Counſellor, "Thou, Kc. 
We late were Satan's Cagtives led, 
And Hell had been our End, 
Had'ſ thou not for our Pardon bled, 
Thou Sianers only Friend, Thou, &c. 
For this we veer will held our Tongue, 


Nor ſhall our Praiſes ceaſe ; 
We cvermore will fing that Song, 


Lord our Righteouſneſs, The, &c. 
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o other God we know but thee, | 
None elſe did us create; | 
hy Glory may we ever be, | 
O holy Adroeate, O holy, Kc. 
was thou, 'twas only thou didit take 
The Mediator's Place, | 
hen we the Father's Statutes brake, | 
All hail thou Prince of Peace | All hail, &c. 
Ve daily prove thee M11 the fame, 
Made er our Need we fee : | 
ou beareſt {fill a Saviour's Name, | 
"Ons Saviour thou ſhalt de! Our, &c. ; 
No Law, nar Sin, nor Hell, nor Death, 
Shall 1s from thee divide; 
3,007! we hold that precious Faith, 
For us our Saviour dy'd, For us, &c. 


IV MN M. Tre Pilgrim's Song.” 
ISE, my Soul, and ſtretch ihy Wings, 
T by better. Portion trace; 
iſe rom tranktary Thin 2s, 
Tow'rds Heav'n, thy — Place. 
and Moon, and Stars decay, 
me ſhall ſoon this Earth remove; 
4c, my Soul, and haſte a-wy 
To Seats prepar d dove. 


Rivers to the Qcean. 


Nor ttay in I Co 


- 


T4 


1114] 
Fire aſcending ſeeks the Sun, 
Both .. them to their Scource, 
So a Soul that's born of God 
Pants to view his glotious Face, 
Upward tends to his Abode, 
To reſt in his Embrace. 
Ceaſe, ye Pilgrims, ceafe to mourn, 
Preſs onwards to the Prize ; 
Soon our Saviour will 3 
Triu in the Skies: 
Vet a . you know 
Happy Eut'rance will be given; 
All our Sorrows left below, 


Ard Earth exchang'd tor Heaven. 


HYMN III. Calling to fallow [esvs. 


OME, my Father's Family, 
( Ye ranſom'd of the Lord; 
Come, ye Sinners, who with me 
Atte ser where abbor't : 

Let vs gladly trace bis 
Who ſuffer'd Death amony the Jews, 
Who the friendlefs Soul accepts, 
Whom all befde refuſe: 
Jeſus, the deſpis/ and mean, 
Our Matter let vs aw ; 
He the Sacrifice far Sin, 
The Saviour he one: 
Let us take and hear his Croft 
Deſpis'd Diſciples let us de 


n ——— ——_— 
—— > Ce. - D— — —_ — w— Wl 
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Ens 1] 
Mock'd and lighted, as he was 
For you, my Friends, and me. 


None but Jeſus, will we fog, . | 
None 'Ife will we adore : 3 
He our Prophet, Prieſt, and King, 
Shall be for evertnore; 
None among the heav "my Pow rs, 
Nor one on Earth our Praiſe may 1. 
None but Jeſus, call we burg, 
None but the bleedipg — 


HY NN rv. — RE 


OME, ye Lovers of the Lamb; 
Join in "publating kis Fame; 
Let the whole Society | up | 
Sing our Saviour's Clemency. Ah It... 


Who like us fo favout᷑ d are ? 

We the Lord's peculiar Care 2 
We-the precious Sons of Gal, 70 * 
Dear!; purchas'd by bis Nod. 


Who can make their Boat Je" us F-- 
Who hath e'er been henone's thus ? 
We can boaſt, for we dre male 

Kings and Priefis in Quilt our Head, 


72 
i"; 
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Gave us Mauens om hie Toa 


116 J 


Neither leave us deſolate, 


While we're in our Pilgrim Statc ; 
Here he talks with us, and we 


Him by Faith's Pefſpettive ſee, 


Him we commune with by Prayers, 


Well perſuaded he us hears ;. . 
Sure we do not pray in vam, 
He kind Anſwers gives again. 


Beſt of Friends the Lord we pro 
He ne'er changes in bis Love; ' * 


Faithful, gracious, good, the ſame 
Find we is our Lord the Lamb. 


Evermore we fing,to.thce, 
High exalted Deuy : 


Bleſs we thee, eternal Sen, 


Glory be to thee alone! 


HT MN V. 


Cunts our great Mek hiſcdee. nf; 5 
HOU dear Redeemer, dying Lamb, 


We love to hear of thee ; 


No Muke like 


charming Name, 


Ne'er half ſo {weet. can be. 


O may we ever heap thy 


- Voice, «4 


In Mercy tous ſpeak, 


And in our Prieſt will we rej 
Thou great \Metehifeder. 1 

ſus ſhall be ith gue Theme, 

le in this World-sc tay, . 1 37 


oice, 


— — 


CC ma 1 
We'll fng our Jeſw's lovely Nane. 
When all Thingy elſe decay: 4 1 
when we appear in yonder C ud, 
With all Wa favdar'd [Throng, 
[hen will we fing more fees, inore loud; 
And Chriſt Qrall be our Song. 


HYMN VI. Peact of Gow's Childtetr, 
OVING Seien Prince of Peace, 


Author r Onity, * 
Ming Wars Int farrings ceaſe, EA 
Caofing Men, the” Foes, c Ss y 


Kindly rule in us; 


Wake us happily ©, 

Helping N heas bis Crosa. 4 
Stedtaſt tifl our ork ia done. een th 

et us like 2 Flock — TA | 4 
Cloſe toge r — nn 

True h — 1 ld 


Fach h_—_— very my 
1 Wave : 


Truly eck de 8 2 


5ound in Bands of gc H + 01 
One 3n . . ind, 4nd Sg 555 0 
_ we 2— 24 1 F 
ne ſole Dod dus witneſs: — = 
Chriſt the Lord our God was * 
lain for us, and this n n off 
He will ours abide g 1 9] 


He will 3 jo eo _— 


— 


—ů —— ᷑̃ ==> 
— — 


© *s 
He who os Mount Calvasy dy d, 
Jetus, Jeſus, only he! 


Strive we who ſnall love thee moſt, 
Who ſhall moſt in Faith excel, 
Who can of the Saviour. boait, 
Who can moſt of Jeſus tell: 
"This employ us alt : 
Daily this contend we for, 
Daily till the Lamb ſhall call, 
*  Profp'ring daily mare and more. 


Let us Hand in Hand proceed, 
Little loring Children be, 

Dead to Sin, to all Thing s dead, 

But alive, dear Lamb, to bes - 
So continue firm; ; 

While beneath us thou wilt |! ay 

Thy eternal out- ſtretch'd Arm, 
Jill we wake in cadleſs Day. 


HY MN. VII. 
Sitting under CuRIsT's Shadow, 


Nothing, ſurely, like that Blaod, 

Can tuch ſqlid-Bhſs impart ; 
Oh tis moſt divine! 

Weary Sinners bither fly, 

Laden with their crimſon Sin. 


This blots out the dreadful Dye. 


— — — — 


LOOD of eſy”s Wounds, how good, 
Sounds it in To Ears and Heart ! 
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You who have the Law obey” d, 
vou who Richteouſneſs t' attain, 
" arn (Hy by Works aflay'd, | 
Lut have forn our Strife in rain; 
Turn you to, Chxiſt's Blood, 
Tithe r look, and You no more 
+1! larront an abfent God, 
Nor your dreadtel State . 


Whoſo after Reſt enquires, 

Let him to this Blood 5 3 
* hoſo truly Peace deres. a TO 
i-tu's Blood affordeth. much; 

Be perſuaded then; 

ye up your down-caft Eves, | 

the Sa tour bleeding, flain ; 

8 thy Reft, poor Sinner, 


Here my we lake 6p = Place, 
Here for ever ha 
Here Wrap up gur Toe Tn 
--cking gought beſide tu fee 
Here we now if down, 
Truſting in his Blood, and prove N 
What the Lord for us hath done; * 
Who can fully tell his Love 7 : 


HY MN Unt. re Don! os seg 
Praife, Dria tou e. 
E ſing to thee, thou Son 
Who fav'd us by 9 . 
W: praiſe thee, San of Mam, a0 * 
Keacerm "d our fallen Rate. 5 


o 


„ 
We thee acknowledge God and Lord. 
Father cre Time un; 
Tu art by Heat'n and Earth adcr'd, 
Werthy o'er both te reign. 


To thee all Angels cry aloud, 
Thro' Heav'n's extended Coutts ; 3 
160 Hail, Hel, boiv, holy God 
| | Of ail immortal Heft:! 


The Cherubim'and Seraphim 
Are always praiſing these; 

The Worlds and all the Porc'y:; A 
Adore thy May y. 


The Prophets goodly Fellowſhip, 
in milxy Garments drels'd, 
Praij/c thee Thou 5. ly God, and rea 

Te Falngft of thy Reg 


Th' Apoftles' glorious Company 
Thy "righteou- Praiſe proctam ; 
The martyr*®d Army ic); 
Ze veriafling Name. 
T hro* all che Worid thy Chorciees joke 
T* acknowledge thee the Head ; 
| 8 l 
H ho ev'ry has' made. 


Alſd thy true and only Son, V. 
Thy Family confeſs; 45 
Ling of thy Sarnts, fo us made * "CUP, 
T he Lord our Rig brot i 73% 
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ſo the Holy Ghoſt we praiſe, 
The Spirit of the Lord, 

e ( .ompor ter, awe kindbns Par- 


Our dying Souls reltor'd. 
HY MN 1X. 


Holy Strife in Praiüng CRS r. 
TY ISE, O ye Seed of David, riſe, 
1. D. r of Zion, ning; ; 
» Seas of Taceb, Jeſus araife, 
ei aufpicicus King. 
ur Souls ariſe, and may our Tongue 
Be tun'd to praiſe the Lamb 
"addy be our ranſom'd Throng 
74 mag ni Gu, Name. 
ay tay we then ? the Lord extol ; 
Lion, break forth in Praiſe ; 
1 EV 5 heawenly-minded Soul 
{11 pure ſerapbic Lays. 
Sen ye everlaſting Doors, 
Divide ye Gates of Bliſs, 
2 with Domintons, T hrones and Pow rs, 
Praife Chri/t our Rightcouſne/s. 


HYMN X. The Same. 
y ET us, the Sheep by Jeſus nam'd, 
„ Our She; pherd's Mercy bleſs ; 
bf 1 2 eo pom Jef us hath redeem” 4. 


urid our T hankfulne/s. 
VI 
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Not nnto 1, to thee alone, 


Bleed Lamb be Glory gt7's! 
Here hall thy Pries be brgung 
But cerricd on: in Hex. 
The Hoſts of Spirits how with thee 
Eternal \mhems ting, 
la imitate them here, e ave 
Our Hailelnjubs bring. 
Had we our Fongues like them inſpit'd, 
Like theirs our Songs ſhould riſe, 
Lice them be ever /Imuld be "rd, 
But love the Sacrifice. 
Till we the Voit-of Fleſh laß down, 
Accept our weaker Lays; 
Au whin, O Lord, wee reach thy Throne. 
1 join in zebler Prai,e. 
% 


HYM N XI. 
Pilgrim's Hymn, a Dialegue. 
E!L us, O Women, we would know 
Whither fo taſt ve move ? 
We, cad to bade the Mr below, 
are fees: ng one &d:w6, 
Whence came ye, ſoy, and what the Place 
hat ye are trav Illing irom ? 
Frem Tribu'etiong we thre” Crace, 
Are nay returning Home, 


Is not your tative Country here 
Like yon not this Abode ? 
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* /ii4 @ bitter Ceuntiy fur, 
{1 Cry [ Hs i: ty God. 


Tiither we travel, nor iutend 
Short of that Bliſs to reſt ; 
(lor wwe, "tell in the Sinners Friend 


Our weary Souls are bleſs'd. 


Friends of the Bridegroom we ſhall reign, 
Saviour, we aſk no more; 

a! Lame of God, fer Sinners flain, 
om Hab' and Earth adore ! 


i1 YM N XII. Reſting under the Crois. 


/ NHILDREN of Ifr'ei, fee what Shade 
% 4 The Croſs doth us afford; 
': was for ez2ary Trav llers made, 

Ie thank thee for it, Lord. 


\ while fit down, and we'll prepare 
Lo ting his worthy Fame; 
o redeem us ſojourn'd here, 


Chrift Tejus is his Name. 


bing thy Suff rings Wounds, and Blood, 
The Virtue of thy Painz 

1 {np thy CG 16,4, (hot dy v2 Cad, 
{ ou Lamb for Sinuers jlain. 


We hail thee, thou, by Jews revil'd, 
to thee we bow the Knee: 

ul / ery God, the fromis'd Child, EY 

The Prophets Jang of thee, 5 FY 


= — — — = 
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White others praiſe an unknown God, 
2 ench will fing of thee ; 

Tefus hrs eval? a me in: his Blies, 


Ard lic am a" for me. 


ITY MM XIII. General Praife to Cuts. 


IN CF. fav herd, row exalted Lamb, 
We kung to thy eternal Name, 
The whole \fembly join: 
To vonder Harper's [arp we tune 
Our ſolemn Songs, and round the Throne 
Wie fing the Man divine, 


Our poor inmeet Society, 

Mir with the happy Com: any 
Of < trite ns gone before ; ; 
Aud as ucy b! lets Metitah' 5 blood, 
We imitate their Song, and God, 

The holy Lamb adore, 


Rrethren and Siſters all agree 
Jo ing he tov'd and dy'd for me; 
{ thank bim for his Grace; 
Quickly thy Chariot, Lord, fend down, 
% bear us to the wiſh'd-for Throne, 
VW here we may ite thy Face, 


Or if thou here would'ſt have us ſtay, 
A — 4 Space, lo! we obey; 
let us be ſure 
TR og av'n is our's, die when we will, 
And let thy Sp'rit be with us ſtill, 
And we'll defire no more. 0 


[ 
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H YM N XIV. 
Privileges of God's Children, 
LESSED are the Sens of God, 
TI They are bought with Chriſt's ownBlood, 
hey are ranfom'd from the Greve, 
'- crernal they ſhall have. 
did love them in his Son, 
Io ' ka HI - 
ny betore the World begun ; 
ney the Seal of this receive, 
hen on Jeſus they believe. 
ey are juſtify'd by Grace, 
hey enjoy a ſolid Peace; 
\!! their Sins are waſh'd away, 
„ ſhall ſtand in God's great Day. 
e produce the Fruits of Grace, 
che Works of Righteouſucls ! 
ey are harmleſs, meek, and wild, 
ily, humble, undefil'd. 
Thy are Lights upon the Earth, 
Children of a heav*®nly Birth; 
ro of God, they haze all Sin, 
{1404's pure Seed rematns within. 
! £7 have Fellowſhip with God, 
the Medrator's Blood; 
One with God, with Jeſus one, 
ry is in them began. 
they ſuffer muck on Eartb, 
*S49gers quite to this World's Mirch, 
M 3 | 


£ 
* 


1 
Yet they have an inward jor, 

Pleaſure which can never cloy. 

hey alone are truly bleſt, 

Heirs ot God, Joint-heirs with Chriſt; 
With them number'd may we be, 
Here, and in Eternity! 


HT MN XV. 
Peace of Chriſtianfty, in a Dialogue. 


O Pilgrims (if ye Pilgrims be) 
We want to join with you. 

Fear Chriftian-Travellys are ne, 

To Cana as, Land we gc. 
No Peace (tho” we have ſought) we nud 

In any Cou atry here ; 
Twas ther "fore aur te oft all behind, 

Wealth, Name, and Charader. 


We ne'er ſuch Pleaſure knew before, 
As now in him we know? 

Peace ( fence our $atriour's Cra/t we bore 
Like Rivers in us iow, 

Let others then delight them here, 
Their Trifles we deſpiſe: 

T he head ny Kingdom «we prefer, 
Fe Rl f o© Paradiſe. 

Then joyful let us Journey on 
To certain Reſt above; 

Singing te him an render T hrone 
Or /ree ele Bowe. 


* 


E 
H Y MN XVI. . 
Gloritying God in CurtsT., DIALOGUE, 


Rethren fing—'tis right you ſhou'd, 
B Sing our Saviour's precious Blood ; 
(au beers of Jeruſalem, 
nu ue willingly the Theme. 


11t for Joy, ve bappy Men 
„for you the Lamb was lain ; 
g favour? d Women, praiſe, 
t in celeflial Lays. 


il, redeeming Lamb, who late 
Sutter'd Death without the Gate; 
ald ! for by thy Death and Croſs, 

Hen 4a f parc! 4 Hawn for 127. 


None but Jeſus will we fing, 
one but Jeſus, Mriel's King; 
* Ne but Jeſus cu we land, pv 


de but Chrift our Lord and Cd. - : 5 
Y 'orthp, holy Lamb, art thou, 3 
1 aiſe 0 hare, and Honour tos; :. 4 3 
"orthy ihbow if Bliſs and Pow'r, FF 


Vw, bonceforth, and evermore. 


LYMN XVII. Heavenly oy on Earth. 
OME we that love the Lord, : il 
And let our Joys be known, Es 
Join in a Song of ſweet Accord, Ws 
And thus furroupd the Throne, | | 


* — | 


The Sorrows of the Mind 

Be banith'd from the Place; 
Religion never was defign'd 

To make our Pleaſures leſs. 


The Men of Grace have found 
Glory begun below ! 

Celethal Fruits. on earthly Ground 
From Faith and Hope may grow. 


The Hill of Zion yields 
A thouſand ſacred Sweets, 

Before we reach the heav'nly Fields, 
Or walk the golden Strects. 


Then let oux Songs abound, 
And ev'ry Tear be dry, 

We're marchiag thro' Immanuel's Ground 
To fairer Worlds on high. 


HYMN XVIII. 
The Wiſdom of Gop Fooliſhucſs with Meng. 


Saviour, thou thy My geries 

Haſt often cover's from the Wiſe, 
And Bubes thy Glory ſhew'd ; 
Thy Wifdom far ſurpaſſes all 
"That fludiens Mortals Wiidon call, 
Thou haly Lamb of God. 
The nat'ral Man can't right conceive 


The glorious Fhings which we believe, 
How thou did'ſt as redeem; 


4. 
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The Things thy Spirit teaches us, 
The Mrrits of thy Blood and Croſs, 


Are Fooliſhnels to him. 


They this World's Wiſdom ſtek and gain, 
That Wifdom which thou callett vain, 
But oh ! are ſtrangers ti“! 
o that which makes our Sphits wiſe, 
And fets before our waiting Eyes 
hat is our Saviour's Will. 


ice happy then are we, who prove 

Lac Peace of God, his Tr ith, aad Love; 
Things fre ely to us giv'n ; 

I'% ſe Farneſt ts are of greater Blits, 

ac Larneſt of that Happinel 
W bie h we ſhall have in Heaven. 


11% MN XIX. The Triumph of Fatru. 
| EAD of the Church triumphant! 


We joy fally adore thee ; 
hill thou appear, thy Members here, 
Shall fing hke thoſe in Glory, 
We lift our Hearts ard Voices 
With bleſt Anticipation, 
c cry aloud, and give to God 
The Praife of our Salvation. | Ai 


Wile in Ali tion's Furnace, 
And paſſing thro” the Fire, 

Thy Love : we praiſe, which knows our Days, 
And ever brings us nigher, 
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my clap. our Hangs exulting 
In thine Almighty Favor, 
The Love divine, which made us thine, 
Shall keep us thiue for ever. 


Thou doſt condutt thy People 
Thro' Torrents of Temptation, 
Nor will we fear, whilſt thou art near, 
The Fire of Tribulation, 
The World with Sin and Satan, 
la vain our March appoſes; 
By thee we ſhall break thro” them all, 
And fing the Song of Moſes. 


By Faith we fee the Glory, 
To which thou ſhalt reſtore us. 
The Croſs deſpiſe for that hieh Prize, 
Which thou huit ict before us. 
Ana if tho count us worthy, 
We, each, as dying Stephen, 
Sball ſee ther ftaud as Gods 11 Tht Hand, 
1o take us up to Heav u. 


HYMN XX. The Same. 


EJOICE. the Lord is King! 
Your Lord and King adore, 
Mortals give Thanks and hng, 
And triumph evermare : 
Liſt up your cart lift up your Voice, 


Rezorce, again I ſay, rejoice. 


= 
I 
s the Saviour re17ns, 
* ae God of 1 Truth 4nd Love, 
When he had purg d our Stands. 


He took his Seat above: Lift up, Cc. 


Nis Kingdom eannot fail, 
He rules o'er Earth and EIcav "a 
Ihe keys of Death and Hell 
Ate to our lefus giv'n : Litt up, &c. 


IIe ts at God's right Hand 
' 11! all his Foes ſubmir, 
Ani bow to his Command, 
And fall beneath his Feet; Lift up, &. 


Rejuice in glorious Hope, 
Jeſus the nudge ſhall come, 
\nd rake his Servant vp 
Lo their eternal ame : 
+ ſoon hall hear th' Arch-Angel's Voice 
> 1 rump of Cod ſhall ſound Regoice ! 


HYMN XXh 
Little Children, love owe ancther. 
IVEP. of Concord, Prince of Peace, 
J! Meek Lamb-like gon of God, 
our unruly Paſhons ceaſt, 
)-quench them with thy Hlood, 


imo cloſeſt Union draw, 

\nd m our inward Parrs, 
t Kindnets ſweetly write her Law, 
Let Love commard our Hearts. 


—— 
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O let thy Love our Hearts conſtrain. 
Jeins the Crucifv'd ! 
What hatt thou done our Hearts fo gain, 
Languuicrd, and groan'd, and dy'd. 


hn would not now purſue the Vay 
Waere jeſu's Footſteps thine ? 

Why would not own = pleaſing Sway, 
Ot Charity divine 


© 'ct us nd the Ancient Wavy, 
Our wond* ring Foes to'm: 2 0 

And force the Heathen World to ſay, 
** Sec how thete Chriſtians love!“ 


H YM N XXII. 
The Commmvnion ef Saints. Put !. 


OME, and let us {weetly join, 
Chriitto praiſe in Hymus divine; 
Gire we all wich one accord, 
(Glory to our common Lord: 
Strive we, in Affection ſtrive, 
Let the purer Flame revive, 
Such as in the Martyrs glow 'd, 
Dy ing Champions tor their God. 


Sing we then in Jeſu's Name, 

Now, as Yeſterday the tame : 

Cue in ev'ry Age and Place, 

Full of Love, ot Truth, and Grace“ 
Chriſt is now gone up on higt, 
(Thither may our Wiſhes fy 
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Its at God's Right-Hand above, 


There with him we reign in Love 5 


HYMN XXIII. Part II. 


Artner's bf a glorious Hope, 
P Lift your Hearts and Voices up, 
ſointly let us rife and ſing, 
Chriſt our Prophet, Prieſt, and King; 
Monuments of Jeſu's Grace, 
Speak we by our Lives his Praiſe, 
Valk in him we have recciv'd, 
Shew we're not in vain believ'd. 


While we walk with Cod in Light, 
Jod our Hearts doth ſtill unite ; 
Dearett Fellowſhip we prove, 
Fellowſhip of Jefu's Love : 
>weetly cach with each combin'd, 
in the Bohds of Duty join'd, 

wels the cleanſing Blood apply'd, 
Daily feels that Chriſt hath dy d. 


Srill, O Lord, my Fatth increaſe, 
(Cleanſe from all Unrighteoufneſs ; 

nee, th* unhdly cannot fee ; 

'\.!ake, O make us mrct for thee ! 

Fry vile Affection kill, 

ie dur Souls from ev'ry IN, 

Conquer ev'ry inbred Sin, 

\r rite thy Law of Love within. 


N 
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Hence ua all our Actions flow, 
Love the Proof that Chrift we know; 
Mutual Love the Token be, 
Lord, that we belong to thee |! 
Love thy Image, Love impart, 
Stamp it fully on each Heart ; 
Oni Love to us be given, 
Lord, we afk no other Heavy 'h, 


HYMN XXIV. Part III. 
ATHER, Son, and Spirit, hear 


F Fith's effectual fervent Prayer 3 
Tear, and our Petition ſeal, 


Let is now the Anſwer feel, 
Myſttcally one win thee, 
Tranſcript of the Trinity: 
"Fhee let all our Nature own, 


One ir Three, and Three in One. 


Build us in one Body up, 

Call'd in one high Calhings Hope; 
One the Spirit whom we claim, 
One the pure daptiſmal Flame, 
One the Faith, and common Lord, 
One the Father lives ador'd, 

Drer, thro”, and in us all, 

God tncoinpre cnfiÞle, 


j One with God, the Source of Blitz, 
3 (round of our Communion this: 
3 Lite of all that live below, 

' Te: thy Emanations flow ; 


©. 


Lite eternal in our Heart ; 
Thou our only Eden art ; 
cher, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
De to us what Adam loſt. 


HYMN XXV. part tv. 


USBAND of thy Church below, 
#1 Chriſt, if thee our Lord we know, 
'nto thee dbetroth'd in Love, 

Aways faithful let us prove; 
ever rob thee of our 1 
Never give the Creature patt; 
ly thou poſſeſs the Whole, 
{ake our Body, Spirit, Soul. 


©rolfall let us cleaye to thee, 

ve the myſtic Union be 

Union to the World unknown, 
in'd to God, in Spirit ane 

Wit we till the Spouſe ſhall c: ne, 
i che Lamb ſhall take us Home, 

or his Heav'n the Bride prepare, 

einnize our Nuptials there. 


!.cr it hence to all be known, 
Thou art with thy Father one; 
One with kim in us be ſhew'd, 
Very God of very Gad; 

Sent gur Spirits to unite, 

Saut to make us Sons of Light, 
that we his Grace may prove, 
\:] the Riches of his Love. 


Ke FB 
HYMN XXVI. Part V. 


6 from whom all Bleffings flow, 
Comforting thy Saints below, | 


. Hear us, who thy Nature are, 


Who thy myſtic Body are ; 
join ua, in one Spirit. join, 
Let us ſtill reecive of thine, 
Züll tor more on thee we call, 
Thee who filleſt all in all. 


os, and actuate, and guide, 

verſe Gifts to each divide; 
lac according to thy Will, 
Let vs all our Works fulſil; 
Never from our Office move, 
Needtul to the others prove, 
Uſe the Grace ou each beſtow'd, 
Lemper'd by the bletled God. 
My are we now and one, 
We who Jeſus have put on: 
There is meinde Bond nor Free, 
Male nor Female, Lora, in thee, 
Love like Death, hath all deſtroy” d, 
Render'd all Diftinctions vod; 
Names and Sets, and Parties fall, 
Thou, O Chrift, art all in all! 

H Y M N XXVII. Part VI. 

NG of Saints to whom are giv'n 
All in Earth, and all in Heav'n, 

Reconcil'd thro? thee alone, 
join'd aud gather'd into one: 
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{T-irs of Glory, Sons of Grace, 
I to thee our Hopes we raiſe, 
Raile and fix our Hopes on thee, 
Cult of Immortality. 


Alſent in our Fleſt from Home, 
Ve are 10 Mount Sion come: 
H-oaven is our SouPs Abode, 

'iry of the living God; 

.ater'a there our Seats we claim 
In the new Jerutalenm ; - 

Hin the coumleſs Angel Quire 
(rest the Firit-born Sons ot Fire. 


e our Elder-Brethren meet, 

We are made with them to fit; 
Sweeteſt Fellowſhip we prove 

Vith the general Church above; 
Gaints who. une their Names be hold, 
In the Book of Lite enroll'd, 
Spwits of the Righteous, made 
Pertett row in Chriit their Lead. 


Lite lus healing Blood imparts, : 
Spriakied on gur peaceful Hearts 

Abel's Blood tor Veng'ance cry d, 

T<fus ipeaks us juitity; ! 

*peas and calls for better "Things, 

Makes vs Prophets, Prieſtis and Kings! 
Aſts that we with him may reign, 

Earth and Heaven, ſay Amen 


N 2. 


1 
ITM N XXVIII. 
For Ferſons joined in Feitowſhip. 
* . us, O God, and ſcarch the Ground 
Ot ev'ry ſinful Heart; 
Wbate'cr of Sin in us is found, 
O bid it all depart, 
When to the right or left we fray, 
Leue us not comfortlefs, 
Br guide our Feet into the Way 
Ot everlaſting Peace. 
Help us to heip each other Lord, 
Each other's Croſs to bear: 
Let -ach his friendly Aid afford, 
And feel his Brother's Carc. 
Heip us to build each other up, 
Our little Stock improve, 
Increaſe our Faith, confirm our Hope, 
And perfect us in Love. 
Then when the mighty Work is wrought, 
Rece e the ready Bride; 
Give us in Heav'n a happy Lot, 
. W:th all the Sanctify'd. 
H Y MN XXIX. The ſame, 
ESUS, Lord we look to thee, 
] Let us in thy Name agree, 
Shew thvſ-lf the Prince of Peace, 
Bid our Jars for erer ceafe.. 
By thy reconciling Love, 
Every Stumbliug- lock remove, 


an: = 


ach to each unite, indear, 
Come and ſpread thy Banner here. 


Ihe us of one Heart and Mind, 
Courteous, pitiful, and kind, 
Lowly, meek in Thought and Word, 
\lrogether like our Lord. 


let us euch for other care, 

ch his Brother's Burthen bear, 
thy Church the Pattern give, 
Sew how true Believers live. 


et us then with Joy remove 
Jo thy Family above, 

n the Wings of Angels fly, - 
>hcw how true Believers dic. 


HYMN XXX. At Mecting. » 
LEST by: jeſu's Providence, | 
I Lo! we meet again in Peace! 
May we, when we fly from hence, 
Mect in a more glorious Place! 


When we once ſhall there arrive, 
Ever happy we ſhall reien ; 
Ever with our Saviour live, 


Mid ſt a Hoſt/ of perfect Men. 


There ſhall Sorrow not intrude, 
Grief ſhall never there appear; 
Vaſl'd in our Redeemer's Bload,. 
Ve ſhall Cand made free from Fear, 


8 — — 
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Come, dear Fellows, joyful, come, 
Forward boldly let us prets, 
Humbly let our Sauls pre ſume, 
Truſt in jeſu's Righreoufnefs, 


Pray ve far the pramis d Hour, 

When the Family compleat, 

Born: on Cleuds, and girt with Pow'r,. 
In the Houſe above ſhall meer. 


Maſter, haſten on the Day, 
Glorious to thy judgment come! 
Call thy trav'ling Saints away, 
Lord, we long to be at Home. 


HYMN XXXI. Ae Parting. 
LEST be the dear uninng Love, 
That will not let us part ; 
Our Bodies may far of remove, 
We ſtill are join'd in Hurt. 
Join'd in one Spirit to our Head, 
Where he appoints we go, 
And fill in feſu's Footſteps trend, 
And do bis Werk below. 
© let us ever walk in tim, 
And nothing know befide, 
Nothing deſire, nothing eftcemy 
But Jeſus crucity'd. 
Cloſer and cloſer let us cleave, 
To his beloy d Embrace, 
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rect his Fulneſs to receive, 
Aud Grace to anſwer Grace. 


git let us haiten to the Day, 
Which ſhall our Fleſh reftore, 
hen Death ſhall all be done away, 
And Bodies part no more. 


1; Y M N XXXII. Adoring Cunrvr, 


Orthy is Chriſt, our Paſchal Lamb, 
W V. — bow'd his Head, and boce our 
Shame, 
% God's eternal Throne to reign ; 
r he for us, for us, was flair. 


From ev 'ry People, Land, and Tongue, 
{7c calls his royal conqu ring Throng ; 
all thy Hoſts, thy Grace confeſs, 

> call thee Lord our Righteouſneſs. , 


Ve praiſe thee, thou whoſe Spirit reſts 
On A thy King, on us thy Procits ; 
deem'd to banquet with our God, 

and bought, and ranſom'd by bis Blood. 


t ev'ry Spirit now with thee, 

\nd all on Earth, and all on Sea, 

hy. Wiſdom blefs, and fill thy Throne, 
with Worſhip due to chee-alone. 


de Pow'r and Riches ever thine ! 

And Scrength and Majeſty divine ! 
6y ev'ry Creature reign ador'd, 
The on: yy- everlaſting Lord! 


| 11 


IYMN XXX. The Same. 


Rethren, let us join to blefs 
Jeſus Chriſt our Joy and Peace; 

Let our Praiſe 40 him be giy'n, 
High at God's Right-hand in Heav's. 
Maſter, ſee to thee we bovr, 
Thou art Lord, and only Thou? 
Thou the bleſſed Virgin's Seed, 
Glory of thy Church and IIcad. 


Thee the Ange!- ceaſeleſs fing, 

Thee we praiſe, our Prieit, and King; 
Worthy is thy Name ot Praiſe, 

Full of Glory, full of Gracs- 


Thou haſt the glad Tidings brought 
Of Salvation by thee wrought ; 
Wrought for all thy Church! and we 
Worſhip in their Company. 

We, thy little Plock 4dore ! 

Thee, the Lord tor evermore ! 

Ever with us, ſkew thy Love, 


Lill we join with thoſe above 


H Y MA XXXIV. 
For the Propagation of the Gafpel. 


OME, divine Immanuel, come, 
Take Poſſeſſion af thy Home, 

Now thy 111 nn, > 05 "ah 

Stretch throughout the happy Land. 


| 
| 
1 
f 
U 
. 
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Carry on 1 Victory, 

Spread thy Rule from Sea to Sea, 

Re- convert the runſom'd Race, 


54v0 113, fave us, Lord by Grace. 


O that ev'ry Son! might be 
Sudilenly ſubdu'd to thee ! 
that all in thee might know 
Everlaſting Lite below! 


Now thy Mercy's Wings expand, 
Stretch — bub the happy Land ; 
lake Poſſeſſion of thy Home, 

Come, divine Immanuel, come: 


1Y MN XXXV. Rejoicing in Hope. 


Hi!dren of the heav'nly King, 

As ye Journey ſweetly ling ; 
£17 your Saviour's worthy Praiſt, 
© lorious in his Works and Ways!“ 


We are trav'ling Home to God, 
{1 the Way the Fathers trod; 
i hey are happy now, and we 
Soon their Happinefs ſhall ſee, 


O, ye bauiſh'sd Seed be glad! 

(hriſt our Advocate is made ! 
Us ro ſave, our Fleſh aſlumes, 
Brother to our Souls becomes. 


Shout, ye little Flock and Hleft, 
You on Jeſu's Throne ſhall reſt : 


— 
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There your Seat is now prepured, 
There your Kingdom and Reward, 


Fear not, Brethren, joyful ſtand 

On the Borders of your Land: — 
[cſus Chriſt, your Father's Son, 

Bids you unditmay'd go on. 


Lord, obediently we go, 
Gladly leaving all below; 
Only thou our Leader be, 
Aud we fill will fellow thee. 


HY MN XXXVI. 
Breathing after Holineſs, 
OVE divine, all Love excelling, 
Joy of Heav 'n to Earth come down ! 
Fix in us thy humble Dwelling, 

All thy falthful Mercics crown: 
jeſus ! thou art all Compaſſion, 
Pure unbqunded Love Thou art, 
Viſit us with thy Salvation, 
Enter ev'ry trembling Heart 


Breathe ! O breathe thy loving Spirit, 
Into ev'ry troubled Breatt ! 

Let us all in thee inherit, 

Let us find thy promis d Reit; 

Take away the Power of ſinning, 
Alpha and Omega de, 

End of Frith, as its Beginning, 

Set ou: Hearts at Liberty. 


1 
Come ! Almighty to deliver, 
Let us all thy Lite recerve ! 
Suddenly return, and never, 
Never more thy 'Temples leave 
Thee we mold be always bleffing, 
Sorye thee as thy Hoſts above, 
Pray, and praiſe thee, withouc ceaſing, 
Glory in thy, precious Love, 
Finiſh then thy new Creation, 
Pure, unſpotted may we be, 
Let us fce thy great Salvation, 
Perk tly reſtor d by thee ! 
Change from Giory into Glory, 
Pin in Hear'n we take our Place, 
Till we eaſt our Crowns before thee, 
Loſt in Wonder, Love and Praiſe. 


MYMN XXXVII. 'The Chriſtian Soldier. 
OLDIERS of Chrift, ariſe, | 
And put your Armour on, 

Strong in the Strength which Ged ſupplies, 
Through his eternal Son; 8 
Strong in the Lord of Hoſts, 

And in his mighty Power, 

Who in the Strength of Jeſus truſts 

s more than Conqueror. 


Stand then in his great Might, 
With all his strength endu'd, 
\nd take, to arm you for the Fight, 
Ihe Panoply of God; 
O 
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nat having all Thinss done, 
und all your Conflicts pat. 
You may 0 ercome thro' Chiitt alen“ 
And ſtand catite at laſt. 


Jeius hath dy'd for you! 
\Whne can his Love withftand ? 

Fe ieve, hold fiſt your Shi-ld, and who 
Shall pluck you from his Hand ; 
Zelicre that ſeſus reigas, 

All Pow r,to him is givn: 


Believe, till fre ed trom Nature's Chris, 


You're call'd from hence to Hcav'n. 


Your Rock can never hake; 
Hither, he faith, come up 
The Helmet of Salvation take, 
The Conſdence of Hope 
Hope tor his perfect Love, 
Hope for hls, rom d Reid, 
ta ft down with: Chriſt, abors, 
And ſhare the Marftage Feait. 


ſn Fellowſhip ; alone 
To God with Faith drew near, 
Approach his Courts, beficge his Throne, 
With all the Pow'r of Pray # 
Go to his Temple, go, 
Nor from his Altar more ; 
Tt every Houſe bis Worſhip know, 
deer Heart his Love. 
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From Strength to Strength Zo on, 

Wre ſtie, and figlit, and pray, 
2d all rhe Potw'rs ot Darknels down, 
uc win the wel! fought EE j 
Still lee the Spir t cry 
in all his Soldiers, Come,” 
Ti Chrift the Lord deſcends 46 higb, 
And takes the Coaqu”rors Home. 


YM N XXXVIII. Panting after Gon. 


mr hidden Love of God whoſe Weigh: : 
Whoſe Depth unfachom d no Man 
knows, 
from tar thy beautebous Light; 
i; + f:gh for thy Repoſe : _ | 
25 An 15 paig d. nor can it be 7 } 


Neſt, till it finds Reſt in Thee 


's there a Thing beudath the Sun, 

hat ſtrives with, thee my Fleart to ſhare * 
Ih tear it thence, and reian alone, 

he ord of :v'ry Motion there : 

hen mall my 4 from Earth be free, 


Whacwithas found, Ro poſe in thee, 


) hide this Self from me, that I 

No more, but Chrilt in me may live & 
A vile Affections crucifyv, 

Nor bet one darling Luſt ſurvive, 

I all [hings nothing may I ee, 
Nuthing Ae, or ſeek, but thee. 


L248] 
Ot. Cove! thy favercigu Aid impart, 
To se me frem jow-thoughted Care 
hace this Self- ili thro' all my Heart, 
thro” all its latent Mazes there, 
Aare me thy duteous Child, that [ 
Sraĩeleſs may. Abba, Father cry. 


Fach Moment draw from Earth away, 
My Heart that lowly waits thy Call; 
peak to my inmott Soul, and fay, 

I am thy Love, thy God, thy All! 
Vo feel thy Pow'r, to hear thy Voice, 
Jo taſte thy Love be all my Choice. 


({H YM N XXXIX. Adoring sus. 


Corae let us join, Together combine, 
To praiſe our dear Saviour, our Matter 
divine. 


Him let us adore, Who cover'd with Gore, 

Late banged on Calv'ry, both wounded and 
poor. 

He worthy is bleſs'd, By Spirits at reſt, 

Who once. in this Deſert, his Godhead con- 
tels'd. 

The heay*nly Spheres, Who ſa him in Tears, 

Yea, ev'ry ſtrong Angel his Perſon reveres, 


The Prophets who told His Suff'rings of old, 
Sing now ſweet Thankſgiving on Pfalt ric- 
of Gold, 


„ 


Ta 
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Phe Fathers to whom He ſhew'd he wo 
Come. 


ou in his Pavilion, take up their lang 3 
{te Spirits of Men, Who for bim wete ſtaln, 
rom Abel the Rightegus, ſhare 4 aum in hs. 
eign. 
The A plies who ſtocd, Reiting | m Flood. 
For e Goſpel, rejoĩce in them Gu, 
The Confeiſors too, Them proſbruting low; 
Catit d OW It their brigat: 1 4:16: thank - 
tull/ bow. 
hu reh of the Lambs Here met 40 the ſame, 
ith It aints, and wathy Angels, biel Tank- 
Name. I 00% 1 
My Soul bear a Part, För canfens'itheu 0 
2 jeſu's Plood-ihedduingsy die Nis! add Kart. 


10 him that was tb in, The {earn 'd, Na7 2re hee, 
Re Glory and Kopputr- 1 7 ay 4 W 


H VNN N Judgment, +. 
O, be evnicth ! count! cs e 
Ble before the bloody Sn 
Midſt ten thouſand Saints and — . 
See the ©ractfied fre.“ atv 
Hallelujah! e b.“ — ub 
W-lcome, cken. Land Wh 


Now his b 
Thro! N 5 


0 
W 


—  _ 
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Now reſplendent ſhine his Nail priute, 
Ev'ry Eve ſhall ſee his Wounds; 
T'hey who pierc'd him, They, Ke. 
Shall, at his Appearing wail, 


 Ev'ry ITfland, Sea, and Mountain, wy 
Heav'n and Earth, ſhall flee away; 

All, who hate him, muſt, aſhamed, 
Hear the Trump proclaim the Day, 

Come to Judgment, Come, &c. 
Stand before the Son of Man. 


Sünts, who love bim, view his Glory, 
 Shintng in his bruifed Face, 
His dear Perſon on the Rainbow, 
Now his People's Head ſhall raiſe, 
Happy Mourners, Happy, &c. 
„ in Clouda, he comes, be comes. 
Now Redemption, long expected, 
Sec in ſolemm Pomp _ = 

All his People, once deſpiſed, 

Now mall meet hirm in the Air, 
Hallelujah | Halletujah ! Hallelujah 

Now the promia'd Kingdom's come. 


View him ſmihng, now determia'd 
, Ev'ry Exit to 4.450 72 


Al the Nations now Ball ing tum 
Songs of everlaſting Joy. 

O come quickly! O come quickly ! &. 
Matei come, Lord, come. 
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HYMN. XLI. 
CnRi5T our Great High Prieft. 


Good High Prieft is come, 
Supplying Aaron's Place, 
And taking up his Room, 
Diſpenfing Life and Grace : 
The Law by Aaron's Prieſthood came, 
But Grace and Truth by Jeſu's Name, 


My Lord a Prieſt is made, 
As ſware the mig God, 
To Itr'el and his 8 ga 
Ordain'd to offer Blood, 
For Sinners who his Merc 1 
A Prieſt, as was Melchiſe 


He once Temptations wah 
Of ev'xy Sort and Kind, 
That he might Succour ſhew 
| To ev'ry tempted Mind ; . 
In ev*ry Point the Lamb was try'd 
Like us, and then for us ke dy'd, 


He dies, but lives again, 
od by the Altar ſtands ; 
There ſhews how he was my 
And op'ning his pierc 2 | 
He 'bides a "Prie and pleads our 2 
ranſꝑgreſſors of his 1 Laws, 


I other Prieſts diſclaim. 
And Laws and Offerings too; 


| SS iS 

| None but the bleeding Lamb 

| The mighty W ork tan do: 

| He ſhall hare all the Praiſe, for He 
| Alone, me lov'd, aud dy'd for me. 


H VM N XLII. 
1 At tlie Death of a B. iever. 


1 WIS do we, mourn departing Friends, 
1. Or ſhake at Death“ Alarms ? 2. 


I is but rhe Voice that jeſus ſends 
To call them to his Arms. 


Are we not tending wpward to. 
As faſt ag, Time can move 

Why ſhould we, with the Hours mort flow, 
That keep us. from our Love 


Why ſhould we tremble to convey 
Their Bodies to the, Comb. 4 
There the dear. Rleſh of Jeſus lay, 

And leſt a ſweet Perturae. | 


The Graves of all his Saints he dleſs'd, 
And ſoft' ned every, Bed.; 

1 Where ſhould the dying Mein bers den. 

bl | But wath their dying Head? 


| Thewce he aloſt, afedndih g high, 


At ew A bur 7 "Wi 
Up to the Lörd gur ieh fall 0 
At the . +. 7-56 'F 
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HY MN XLII. Funeral. 


"I*EACH me the Meaſure of my Days, 
Thou Maker of my Frame; 
! would ſurvey Life's narrow Space, 
And learn how frail I am. 
A Span 1s all that we can boaſt, 
An Inch or twaof Time: 
Man is but Vanity and Duſt, 
In all his Flow't an Prime. 
Sec the vain Race of Mortals move, 
Like Shadows o'er the Plain, 
They rage and ſtrive, defire and lovc, 
But all their Noſe is vain. 
dome walk in Honour's gaudy Show, 
Some dig for golden Ore; 
Ihey toil for Heirs, they know not who, 
And [trait are ſeen no more. 
Ne» are hut Strangers here below, 
As all our Fathers were ; 
May we be well prepar d to go, 
hen we the Summons hear! 


H Y M N XIIV. The Same. 
Soul, come meditate the Day, 
And think how near it ſtands. 
hen thou muſt quit this Houſe of Clay, 
And Ry to unknown Lands. 


Oh could we die with thoſe thar die, 
And place us in their Stead! 
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Then would our Spirits learn to fly, 
And coriverſe with the Dead, 


| Then ſhould we fee the Saints abore 
b Iu their own glorivus tbriws, 1 

| And wonder why our Souls thould love 
| | To &wc!l with : wort a! Worms. 


HYMN XL V 


1 0 A Funeral Hymn for # Bebever. 
* T* finih'd ! tis done ! 
1 | The Spirit 1 is Reck, 


The Pris ner is gone, 


1 The Chriſtiaa 1 15 dead, 
bs The Chriitfan is living, 
IF in J-ſus his Love. 

1 And a diy recefring | 


1 Xingdom above. 


All Honour and Pralſe 
Are ſeſus's Due; 


„ Sv pported by Grace, 

4 He toug ht his Way thro? : 
! 6 Triumphant! glorious, 
148 Thro' Jefus's, Zeal, 

ol And mo re than victorious 

. 


Ver” Sin, Death, and Hell. 


= 
1 


[ 
7 
6 
, 


f With >houtings nn; z, 


oo T - 


WW Then let us record 
| j The conqu'ring Name, 
j Our Captain and Lord 


11 
Vho truſt in his Paſfon, 
And follow our Head, 
To, certain, Salvation 
We all mall be lead. 


O Jeſus! lead on 
i hy militant Care, 
An - youn us the Crowt: 
hreoutneſs there ; 
W _ ny + zzled with Glory 
1 he Seraphim Zaze, 
Or proit: ite adore thee 
In Silence of Praiſe. 


Come, Lord and diſplay 
Tiy Sign mn the Sky, 
And deur us uu 
To Manſions on high : 
The Kingdom be given, 
he Purchaſe divine, 0.1 
And crown us in Heav'a 
Eternally thine, 


HYMN XLVI. The farm. 
OSANNA mo Jeſus-on high ! : 
N Another is enter'd-his Ref, 
\nother is ſeapꝰ d to the Sky, 
and lodg'd in Immanuel's Kread 
The Soul of ous Siſterx is gone 
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To herghten the Friomph above, 


Kulte d to Jeſus's Throne, 


And ct: aſp” d in the Arms of his Lore. 


2 — n r 
—— — — 


: = 


+. . 
Hew kappy the Angels that fall 
Trantported at jeſus's Name 


The Saints whom he ſooneſt hall cal! 


To ſhare in the Feaſt of the Lamb 
No longer impriſon'd in Clay, 

Who next from his Dungeon ſhall fly ? 
Who firſt ſhall be ſummon'd away? 

My merciful God —ls ut I ? 


O Jefus! it this be thy Will, 
That ſuddenly I ſhould depart, 
Thy Council of Mercy reveal, 
And whiſper the Call to my Heart. 
O give me à Signal to know 
1+ ſoon thou would'ſt have mc to ie 


And lcave the dull Body below, 


And fly to the Regious ot Love. 


H Y MN XLVU. The Same. 


Hanks be to God, whoſe farrhtul Love, 
Hach call d another to his Breatt : 
Tranſlated him to Joys abore. 
To Manſions ot eternal Rectt. 


By miniſt'ring Spirits convey'd, 
Lodg'd in the Garner of the Sky, 
He reits; in Abrabam's Boſom laid, 
tHe lies with Cod, ao more to die. 


O that we all may thus break through, 
The Crown Rh holy Violence ſeize, 
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Int Barry Crown to Conqueſt due, 
lhe Crowar of Life and Righteouinels ? 


nat the righteous Judge beftow 
Prize on all who feek hun here: 
Ind long, while ſojourning below, 

Jo ſee their muck-lov'd Lord appear | 


He will, (our Hearts cry out) he will 
Pheſe eager Wiſhes more than meet, 
Theſe infinite Dehres fulkil, 

ad make our Happineſs compleat. 


hat a Soul o'erpow'ring Thought : 
is Extaſy too great to bear 

e all at ouce ſhall be up- caught, 

And meet our Jefus in Arr, 


HY MN XLVSI. The Same, 


II! lovely Appearance of Death, 
A Ne Sight upon Earth is fo fair, 
"ot all the gay Pageants that breathe 

Can with a dead Body compare. 
1th foleran Delight I ſurre 

Ihe Corps when the Spirit is fled, 
In !ove with the beautiful Clay, 

An4 longing to lie an his Stead, 
+ 1 QW Hleſt is our Brother, bereft, 

Ot all that could burthen His Mind; 
ſoueaty the Soul that hath left 

This wearifome Body behind! 

P 


[158 ] 
DE Fil incapable thou, 
 Whote Reheks with Envy I fee 
Nv longer in Miſery now, 
Ny longer a Sinner like me. 


This Earth Is affected no mote 
With Sickneſs, or ſliaken with Pain: 
The War in the Members is o'et, 
And never ſhall vex him again. 
No Anget henceforward, or Shade, 
Shall redden this innocent Clay: 


Extinct is the Animal Flame, 


And Paſſlon is vanlſh'd away. 


This lunguiſhing Heud is at Reit, 

Its Thinking and Aching arc o'er ; 
This quiet immoveable Breatt 

I; heav*d by Afhiction no more : 
This Heart is no longer the Scat 

Ot T coutile and Iorturing Pain; 
It ccaſes t Hutter and beat, 

It never all Hutter again. 


The I ids he io ſeldom could cloft 
By Sorrow tr rhidden ro ba 
Scal'd up in eternal Repoſe, 
Have Arangehy forgotten to weep: 
ie Fonutains can yield no Supplies, 
heſe Hollows tram Water are free! + 
Ade Tears are all wip'd from theſo Eyes, 
And Exil they hever halt fee, 
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To mourn and to ſuffer is mine, 

While bound in a Priſon | breathe, 
And ſtill for Delivetance pine, 

And preſs to the Iſſues of Death: 
What now wh my Tears | bedew, 

O might I this Moment become, 
My Spirit created anew, 

My Fleſh be coufiga d to the Tomb !:. 


HYMN XLIX. The ſame. 


ESUS, come! our deareſt Jeſas, 
J Save us from the World beneath, 
rom a Life of Pain releaſe us, 
From a Lite of daily Death: 
Liſten to the craſelets Meaning 
Of rhy plantive Turtle-Dove ; 
Antwer, Lord, the. Spirn's Groantng, 
Take us *6 our Church above ; 


Many a Soul is lodg'd befor2 ne, 

i; the Garner.of, the Graz: , 
dias, come! to Life restore us, 

U; from all our Trouble ſave; 
Us, in infinite Compaſſton, 

Ta our bappier Feiends unite, 
Raiſe us to our higheft Station, 

Rank us with thy Saints in Lizht, 


Still we bear about thy Dying, 
lu our feeble; Badics herc, 
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"fat for thee, and crying 
Light of Life in us appear; 
ale us to thy kind | mbraces, 
wa thy heav'nly Banquet lead ; 
Wipe the Sorrow from our Faces, 
det the Crown upon our Head. 


HYMN L. Cuniss's Nativity. 
A LL Glory to God, and Peace upon Earth» 
8. public d ow ul at Jeſus's Birth; 
The forſefted Favour of Heav'n we find 
Reftor'd in 11. Sar iour, and Friend of Man- 
kin 


Then let us behold Meſſiah the Lord. 

By Prophers foretold, by Angels ador ; 
Our Gpd's Incarnation with Angels proclaim, 
And publiſh Salvation in jeſus's Name. 


Our newly-born King by Faith we have ſeen, 

And joy Falty fing bis Goodneſs to Men, 

That all Men may wonder at what we imparr, 

Aud thankfully ponder. ou Love in their 
Heart. 


What mov'd the Moſt High fo greatly to 
floop ? 

He omes fremthe Sky, our Souls to lift up; 

bat Sinners, forgiven, might happy return 

To God und to Heaven; their Maker is born. 


E 
nmanvel's Love let-Sinners confeſs, 
ino comes from above te bring us his Peace: 
[ct every Believer his Mercy adore, (wore. 
Avg praife him for ever; when I ae 1s no 


H Y M N LI. The Same. 


WAY with our Fears ! 
A The Godhead appears 
In Chriſt reconcil'd, 
he Father of Mereies in Jefus the Chad. 
He comes from above 
In manite ! ve 
The Deſire of our Eyes, 
The meek Lamb of God in a Manger he lies. 


At Immanuel's Birth, 
What. a Trin on Barth! } 
Yet.coyld it " +03 
No better a.Place far its tieay/nly Lord | 
The Axicnt of Days, 
To redeem a loft Race, $50 
From bis Glory comes down - 
5<1f-hambled, to carry us up to a Crown. 
Made Fleſh for our Sake, 
That: we might partake 
The Nature dir = 
And again in his Image bis Holineſs He. 
Aa heay'nly Aurthy RIES 
Experience on * 7 


— — —_ - 
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And rife to his Throne. 
And live with our Jefus eternally one. 


Then let us believe, 
And gladly receive 
he Lidings they bring, 
Who publiſh to Sinners their Saviour ang 
King. 


And while we are here, 
Our King ſhall appear; 
His Spirit impart, 
And form his full Image of Love in our 
Heart. 


HYMN Ll. The Sane. 


{2008 thou long expected ſeſus, 

Porn to ſet thy People free; 

From our Fears and Sins releaſe us, 
Let us find our Reſt in thee : 

Firael's Strength and Conſo'ation, 
Hope of all the Earth thou art ; 

Dear Defire of ev'ry Nation, 

Joy of ev'ry longing Heart, 


Born thy n to drlirer, * 
Born a Child. and yet a kiug; 


Born to reign in us for ever, 

Now thy gracious Kingdom. bring . 
By thine own eternal Spirit, 

Rule in all eur Hearts alone; 
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Ry thine all- ſuſſicient Merit, 
uife us to thy glorious Throne, 


H Y M N LIW. The Same. 


ET Angels and Archangels fin g 
The wonderful Immaauel's Name; 
Adore with us our new- born King, 
And ſtill the joytul News proclaim ; 
All Earth and Heaven de ever join 
To praiſe the Saviouxfot Mankind. 2% 


The everlaſting God comes down, 
To ſojourn with the Sons of Men, 

\Vithout his Majeſty or Crown, _ 
The great Inviſible is feet; 

Ot all his dazzhag Glories horny, 

The everlating God is born! 


Angels, behold that Infant's Face, 2 
th rapt'rous Awe the Godkead ux 
'Tis all your Heat n on him to gaze, 
And caſt your Crowns before his Throne, 
7T!.o0* now he on his Feotdvol lies. 
Ye know he built both Kamth and ies. 


By him into Exiſtence brought, 
Ye ſang the aY-creating Word: 

heard him call our World from nought, 
Again, in Honour of our Lord, 1 


Ye Morning Stars, your Hans employ, 
ad ſhout ye Sons of God for Joy. 7 
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HY MN IIV. Caxrtsrt's Incarnation 


LL-wiſe, all-good, Almighty Lord, 
jeſus, by highe@® Heav'n ador'd,. 
Ere Time irs Courſe began; 
How did thy glorious Mercy ſtoop 
To take the tallen Nature vp, 
When thou thyfelf wert Man 


Th' eternal God trom Heaven came vow, 
The King of Glory dzogt. his Crown, 
And veil'd his Mayeity : 
Empty'd of all but Love he came, 
Jeſus, I call thee b the Name, 
Thy Pity bore for me. 


O holy Chit&, ſtill jet thy Birth 

Bring Peace to us poor Worms of Earth, 
And Praiſe to God on dige 

Come, thou ho didſt my Fleſh aſſame, 

Now to the abject Singer come, X 
And in s Manger lie. 

Didit thou not in thy Perſon join 
The Natures Human and Divide, 
That God and Men might be 

Henceforth inſeparubly one? 
Haſte thou, and make thy Nature known 
Incarnated in me. 


In my weak fatuliFleſh appear, 
© God be maniteſted here, 
Peace, Righteouſneis and Joy; 


=. 
ny Kingdom, Lord, fer up within 
My waiting Heart, and all my Sin, 
[| he Devil's Works deitroy, 


HYMN LV. Admiring Cur 1537's Love, 


E. Children of my God, 
Ye dear peculiar Race, 
W1ho're waſh'd'in [eſu's Blood, 
And ſav'd thro' Faith by Grace: 
A:r-nd and join to tell his Fame, 
Wem John the Baptiſt cull'd the Lamb. 


From all Eternity 
II- lov'd the Sinner“ Train, 
His Love him fore'd to die, 
Compell'd him to be flain: 
For us, and in our Stead he ſtood, 
Wirh all his Garrficats roll'd in Blood, 


II Heart he ſet on us 
When we were Enemics ; 
Aud on the accurſed Crofs, 
Amidit his Tears and Cries, 
He pray*d for us, who us'd bim fo, 
Father, they know nut what they do 


te thought upon us when 
] he Blood run from his Heart, 
In all his Grief and Pain, 
Ia all bis chiefeſt Smart: 
To? we it caus'd, he all forgare, 
And bare it that he might us {ave. 
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Still he remains the ſune, 
His Foes he loves, and cries, 
Believe ye iu my Name, 
Lift up (ye Loſt). your Eyes; 
Behold me, and you yet ſhall live, 
I freely will Salvation give. 


HYMN LVI. 


Come let us join, 
In Muſic divine, 
The Caviour to laud, 
"Tis meet, and fit, 
It is charr.ing aud perfectly Sweet, 
The Saviour to praiſe, our Lord and our 1 

Tis a Pleaſure to fing (God, p 

Ot a crucify'd King, | 

With Courage an Flame, 
The Angels that love us, 

And Seraphs above us, 

Do abvays the tame. 
Fark ! hark ! how they ſhout, 
All Heaven throughout, 

In ſounding his Name, 


1 
1 


Come all that are here, 
Your Tuankigteing rear, 
To jeſus your Chief; 
"Tis good, we ſhou'd, 
It is lovely and better than Food. 
It raiſes our Joy, and baniſhes Gricf; 


— + > — 
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hen in him we'll rejoice 
Up to him lift our Voice, 
And Spirit within, 
los d us fo greatly, 
Lo ad us cotnpleat!y 
From Guilt and from Sin.“ 
Hark! hark! how they thour, 
A!l Heaven throughovr, 
A leſus divine! 


He's worthy they Cty, 
The Lamb that did die: 
So warbles their Tongue, 
Let us, do thus, 
3 is comely his Praiſe to diſcuſs, 
Theme ever proper by as to be ſung ; 
'Tis our Duty and Gain, 
And it ſhan't be in vain, 
13 Praiſe to repeat, 
Who Pardon ditpenies, 
Pour all our Offences, 
Tho? ever ſo great. 
lark! hark! how they out, 
a Heaven throughout, 
A Saviour Complete! 


All Glory to him, 
Who Souls does redeem, 
From Converſe unke 
Agree, do we, 
7 will ever be coming us du 
unua to leſus with Joy to tranſmit ; 
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To God's dear belov'd Son, 
Be all Praiſe and Renown, 
Dominion and Might, 
Vho Sinners embraces, 
And fills them with Graces 
To do what is right. 
Hark ! hark! how they ſhout, 
All Heaven throughout, 
The Morning Star brighr. 


* Come ſing him once more 
(We may not give o'er) 
For Sinners who pleads, 
Beguil'd, defil'd, 
And to bring them to God teconciic d, 
Ile 18!) interceeds and always ſucceeds, 
This dear Saviour of Men, 
Let us ſing once again, 
Who purpes his own 
And makes them all glorions, 
And more than victorious, 
Then gives them a Crown, 
Fark ! hark! 'how they ſhout, 
All Heaven throughout, a 
The Lamb on the Throne. 


To Father, .and Sen, 

And Dove, Three in One, 
Be Glory and Praiſe, 

By us, and thoſe, 
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Who in glorious celcitial Repoſe, 
D ceaſeleſs their Songs of 'Thankf;;iving 
May the Three One be ſung {raiſe, 
By each Chervbin-Tongue 
Let no Tongue be mute, 
een Beinss celeſtial, 
And Beings terre ſtrial, 
The Great and Minute, 
een all in one Choir, 
(he Dove, Son, and Sire, 
With Praiſe to Salute. 


H Y MN LVIHI. Praiſe to Cnüisr. 


FsyrinG of David, David's Root; 
Thou jeſſe's Stem, and [efle's Fruit, 

'T-+ Thee propitious, Thee our King, 
nne Tribute of our Hearts we bring. 


bile all thy Mercltes we enjoy, 

tmns ſhall our grateful Lips employ ; 
F-ucath the Shadow of thy Wing 

d gladly wait, and love and fing. 
Haſten the Time when we ſhall ſhine 
With Angels, and Archangels join ; 

'\ ith righteous Spirits gone before, 

r ever thy ſweet Name t' adore. 

++ ith them our raviſh'd Souls would ref, 
une are with them thy Marriage Feat 3 


a. ; 


1 
Among their Number, in their Lays, 
W pant to join, and thirſt to praite, 
And while our Souls are thus deny'd, 
Leſt we thotld tall, or turn afide, 
teius, our kind Protection prove, 
And love us with eternal Love. 


HYMN LVIII. Morning. 
ISE, my Sonl ; adore thy Naber; 
Angels praite, join thy Lays, 
With them be Partaker. 
Father, I ord of e ry Spirit, 
In thy Light. cad me right 


Thro' my »aviour's Merit. 


Never cait me from thy Preſence, 
»Till my Soul ſhall be full 
Ot thy bletiee Ellence. 
O my Jcſus, God Almighty, 
Pray for me. till I fee 
Thee in Salems City. 
Holy Ghoſt, by [efus given, 
Be my Guide, let my Pride 
Shut me out of Heuven. 
Thou this Night waſt my Prote d'or, 
With me — all the Day 
Ever my Director. 
Holy, holy, holy Giver 
Or all Cod, Life and Food, 
beige ador'd for ever | 
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Grace beture Meat. 
E preſent at our Table Lore, 

Be here and cv ry where ador'd; 
hoſe Creatures bleſa, and grant that we 
May t.autin Paradiſe with thee. 

After Meat. L 
IE thank thee Lord for this our Focdy 
\ But more becauſe of ]eſu's Blood; 
ct Manna to our Souls be given, 
{2 Bread of Life fent down from Heavens 
H YM N LIX. Evening. 
RE I fleep, for ev'ry Favour, 

This Day ſhew'd, by my God, 
will bleſs my Saviour. 
my Lord what ſhall T render 

'to thy Name, ſtill the ſame, 
Iracious, good and tender? 
Leave me not, but ever io M2 ; 

Let thy Peace be my Bliſs, 
T'!; thou hence remove me. 

Vifir me with thy Salvation : 

Let thy Cart now be ncar, 
und my Habitation. 
thou my Rock, my Guard, my Tower, 

N keep while | ſleep, 
with all thy Pow'r. 

50 whene'er in Neath I lumber, 

[et me riſe with the Wiſe, 
Counted in their Number 


1 
HYMN LX. Glorying in the Cross. 
\ HEN! ſurvey the wand 'rous Croſs, 
On which the Priuce of © tory dy d, 
My r:cheft Gain 1 count but Lofs, 
And pour Contempt on all my Pride. 


Forbid it Lord that I ſhauld boaſt, 

Have in the Death of Chriſt. my Cod: 
Alt rhe vaia Things hat charm me moſt, 
I facrifice them to his T lood. 


See from bis Lead, his Hands, bis F- et, 
Sorrow and Love flow mingled down ! 
Did Cer ſuch Love and Sorrow meet, 
Or Thorns compoſe ſo rich a Crow: ! 


Were the whole Realm of Nature mine, 
That were a Preſent far too ſmall ; 
Love fo amaziny, fo divine; 

Demands my Soul, my Lite, my All. 


HY MN LXI. After Sermon. 
Jeſu, our Lord, thy Name be ador'd, 

() For «ll the rich Blethags convey'd thro? 
thy Word, 

In Spirit we trace, thy Wonders of Grace, 

Aud chearfully join in a Concert of Praiſe. 

The Ancient of Days bis Glozy diſplays, i 

And ſhines on his Chofen with cheuiching 
Rays. 
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die Trumpet of God, is ſounding abroad. 
Ihe Language of Mercy, Salvation through 
Blood, | 


hrice happy are they who hear aad obey , 
/ binge ſnare in the Bleſſings of this Goipel-Day. 


: People who know, the Saviour below, 
85 h burning Affaction to worſhip him glow. 


: Blicthng be mine, thro' Favour divine | 
O my Redeemer, the Glory be thine. 


HY MM N LXII. 

LSU, ſhew us thy Salvation, 
+ (In thy Strength we ſtrive with thee) 
P + thy myſtic Incarnat! on, 

By thy pure Nativity: 0 
Save us thou our new Creator, 
into all our Souls 1mpart 

Jivine and holy . 
Form thyſelf within our He. 


„ hy firſt Blood mheding baſs i 
Cut us off from ev'ry Siu; 4 
by; thy Circamciſion ſeal ts, 
Write thy Law of Love within, 
By thy Spirit Circumeiſa us, 
indie in our Hearts a Flame ; 
thy Baptiſm baptiſe us 
Ja all chy glorious Name, 


d, thy Faſting and Temptauon, 
Mortify our vain Deiires, 
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/ 
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Fake away what Senſę or Pafion, 
Appetite or Fleſh requizes ; 
Arm uz with thy Self-denial, 
Ly'ry tempted Soul defend ; 
Save us in the fiery Trial; 
Muke vs faithful to the End. 


By thy great and bitter Paſſion, 
By thy Suffering on the Tree, 
Save v: from the Incignation 
Due to all Mankind and me; 
Hang ing, bleediug, puntiag, dying, 
Caiping out thy lateſt Breath ; 
By thy precious Death's applying, 
Save n from et:caal Death. 
By the Pomp cf thine aſcending, 
Live we here to Heaven reſlor'd, 
Live in Pleaſures never ending, 
Share the Portion of our Lord; 
Let us nave. aur Converſation 
With the bleſſed Sp rits above; 
Sav'd unh all thy great Salvation, 
Perfectly renew'd in Love. 


HYMN LXIIL 
CurrsT's Second Comiug. 
F. comes ! he comes! the judge ſevere 
The ſeventh Frumpet ſpraks him nen 
The Lightnings fafh, the Fiunxier roll, 
Fle's welcome to the faithful Saul, 


— — 
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Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, 
welcome to the tthtful Sopl. 


[ ws 1 

From Hearn angelic Voices ſound, 

See the Almighty Jeſus erown'd |! 

irt with Omnipotence and Grace, 

And Glory decks the Saviour Face, 
r, Kc. decks the $aviour's Fare. 

D-icending on his Azure Throne, 

He claims the Kingdoms for his oũ n;; | 

The Kingdoms all obey his Word, | 

And hail him their triumphant Lord, | 
Hail him, &e. their triumphant Lord. 1 

Shout all the People of the Sky, 

nd all the Saints of the Moſt High; 

Our God, who new his Right obtarns, | 

t Or ever and for ever Reigns, | 
er, Ke. and for ever Refers. 


The Father bleſs, the Son adore, 

The Spirit praiſe for cyermore ; 

Salvation's glorious Work is done, 

We- welcome, Thee Great Three in One, 
Welcome, &c. Thee Great Three in One. 


IH Y M N LIV. The Backſlider. 
E5 U, let thy pitying Eye 
Call back a wand'ring Sheep 
Falſe w thee, Ike Peter, I | 
Would tuin like Peter weep : : = 
Let me be by Grace reſtar d. 5 f 
3 


— 


On me, de all Long-ſuffering ſhewn ! 
Turn, and look upon Me, Lord, | 
Tarn, ond dee upon me, Lord, 


. 
ON 
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And break my Heart of Stone, 
And break my Heart of Stone. 


Saviour, Prince, enthron'd above, 
Repentance to impart, | 

Give me. thro? thy dying Love, 
The humble contrite Heart: 

Give me, what 1 have long implor d, 
The Bleſſing of thy Grief unknown ; 

Turn, and look upon me, Lord, 

Ard break my Heart of Stone. 


dee me, Saviour, from above, 
Nor ſutfer me to dic, 
Life, and Happincfs, and Love, 
Drop from thy gracious Eye; 
Speak the reconcihag Word, 
And let thy Mercy melt me down ; 
Turn, and look upon me, Lord, 
And break my Heart of Stone. 


Look, as when thy Grace beheld 
The Harlot in Diſtreſs, 

Dry'd her Tears, her Pardon feal'd, 
And bade her go in Peace : 

Foul like her, aud ſeif abhorr'd, 
1 at et for Mercy groan : 

Turn, and look upon me, Lord, 

And break my Heart of Stone. 


Look as hen condemn'd for them, 
Taou did it thy Follower's ſee, 
Daughters of Jeruſalem, 
++ Weep for Yourfelves not Me.“ 
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by my Gud deplar'd, 
And ſhall I gut myſelf bemcan ? 
Turn, and look, upon nic, Lord, 
And break my Heat of Store, 


Look as when thy pitious Eye 


Was cloe'd that we micht lie, 


Father (at the Point to die) 
Ny Saviour galp'd, þ6 Forgive.“ 
Srely with chat dying Word, | | 
He turns and looks, andery'd, ** Tas done!“ 0 


An HYTIN „ e FRONLTY., 
NOVUE, thou Almighty King, 
4 Help us thy Name to fing, 


O my bleeding, loving Lord, 
Tbis brexks my Heart ot Stone. 


LIelp us to praiſe 
Father All gloftous, 
O'er all victorious ! 
Come and reign over us, 

Axcitnt of Darts. 


Jess our Lon so, ariſe, 
Scatter our Enemics, 
And make them fall ! 
Let thinc Almighty Aid 
Our ſure Defence be made, 


Our Souls on thee be ſtay' d; 


Lord heat our Call; 


x 0 
4 
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Come Thou incarnate Worn, 
Gird on thy mighty Sword 

Our Prayer attend ! 
Come and thy people ble (8, 
And give thy Word Succeſs, 
Sriatr of Holineſs, 

On us deſccnd ! 


Comes, Holy ComronrTrs,' 
Thy facred Wrtneſs bear 
In his glad Hour! 
Thou who Almight art, 
Now rulc in ev'ry He: art, 
And ne'er from us depart, 
S21n1T of Pow's ! 


To the Great Owe in Tukteg 
Eternal Praiſes be 
Hence—er ermore 
Its Sovereign Majeuy 
May we in Glce-y fee, 
And to Eteraity 
Love and adore ! 


H Y M N LXVI. 


Cnr Belicver's Retuge and * 
ESU, Lover of my Soul, I 
Ler me to thy Boſom fy 5 
hile the nearer Waters roll, 
While the Tempeſt ſtill i. bigh ; 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 
Tim the Storm of Life is pat 7 
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Jake into the Haven guide, | 
| 


O receive my Soul. at lai 


Other Retuge have I none, 
Haugs my helpleſs Soul on thee, 
envel ah! leave me not alon«. 
Still rapport and confort me,; 
All my Uruſt on thee 15, flu d, 
Al! iny Help from thee 1 bring, 
Cover 15 - defence -lefs Head 
With che Shadow of thy Wing. 


Thon, O Chriit. zart all I want, 
More than Ali in thee I find ; 

2 .1iſc the Fallen, hear the Faint, 
„ He al the, Sick, and lead the Blind, 
4 and holy is thy Name, | 8 | 

I am all U atighteoutnels ! 1 | ” 

Vile and tull of Sin I am, . 141 

J hou art full of Truch and Als L 


Plenreowms Grace with. ther f is found, < Y 


Grace to pardon all my Sin: 1 1 
Let the healiug Streams abound, =. f 
Make, and det nc pure, u 14 'A | 
Thou of Life the Foubtain art, 1 
Freely let me take of thee, * +. 
Spring thou y a within my Heart, 87 8 4 
Rilo's0-all Ecernity ! : | 


VNN Txvtr. Dehiing to prajll 
OME thou Fount of e. 'ry 19 — PRE „ 
Taue my Heart ta fing thy G | 
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Streams of Merey never ceaſing. 
Call for Songs of loudeſt Praiſe 8 
Teach me ſome meledious Sonnet. 
Sung by flaming Tongues above ; 
Praiſe the Mount —l'm foxt upon it, 
Mount of God's auchang ing Love 


Here f raiſe my Eben Exer, 
Aicher by thine Help I'm come ; 
And I hope by thy good Plenſure, 
Safely to arrive at Home; 
Jeſus ſought me, when a Stranger, 
V ar d' ring from the Fold of Gn ; 
He, to reſcue me from Hunger, 


Interpes'd with precious btood. 


O! to Grace, how great 2 Debtor, 
Daily I'm conſtrain'd to be! 

Let that Grace rav Itke a Fetter. 
Bind my wand'ring Heart to The. 

Proae to wander, Lord, I fecl it, 
Prone to leave the God | lore — 

Here s my Heart—O© take and fal it! 
Seal it from thy Courts above! 


HY MN TXvut. 
Adoring free and favercign Mercy. 


Lord, how great's the Favour ! 
That we, Fich Sinners poor, 


Can through thy Blood's ſweet Savour, 
Approach thy Mercy's Door; 


1 


„n an open Paſſage 
ute che Throne of Graco, 
re wait the welcome Meſſage 
hut bids us go in Peace. 


e Are helplafs Creatures, 
1} of the deepel t Ne ed, 

| rowghout def d tw Nature, 
2tupid and inly dead; 

Our Strength 15 per tect We akneſs, 
And all we have is Sin: 

% Hearts are alt Uneleanneſs, 
Deu of Thieves within. 


this frlorn Condition, 

Who mall afford us Aid! 
"here ſhall we find Compaſſion, 
zut in the Church's Head! 

eſus thou art all Pity, | 
4 A take us to thine Arms, 
nd eg ereiſe thy Mercy 
To Bad 15 from all Harms, 


\ 11 never ceaſe repeating 

Our numberleſs Complaints, 
But erer be entreating 

The glorious King "of Saints 3 

Till we attain the Image 

Ot him we 1nly love, 

2 our grateful Homage 
With all the Saints above. 


———— L—ñ—⁰ . F — 2 
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Then we with all in Glory, 
Shall thankfully relate, 
Th' amazing pleaſing Story 
Ot jeſu's Love fo great ! 
In this bleſt Comemplation 
We hill for ever duell : 
And prove ſuch Conſolation 
As none below can tell. 


HYMN LXIX. Leaning on the Brloves. 


Y moſt indulgent Saviour, 

N long thy Love to finu, 
To triumph in thy Farour, 

And know thy Spirit's Mind: 
This Grace to me be given, 

I nothing more requeſt! 
Il ak no other Heaven 

Than leaning on thy Breaſt. 


The Place of !ohn I covet 

More than a Seraph's 'Throne, 
To reſt in my Beloved 

And breathe my final Groan. 
On thee alone relyurg 

To loſe my Sin and Pain, 
And or. thy Boſom dying 

My Lite eternal gain. 


Then | with all in Glory, 
Shall thankfully relate 
Th' amazing pleafing Story 

Of jeſu's Love fo great: 
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Ii this bleſt Contemplation, 
May I tor ever dwell, 

Wid thare ſuch Conſolation, 
As none belu can tell. 


HY MN LXX. Gratitude. 


\ HAT ſhall we render unto thee, 
Thou glorious Lord of Life aud Pow'r ? 

[ach us to bow the humble Knee, 

Teach ns witch Thankfulneſs t' adere, 

To praiſe thee as thy Saints above, 

To praiſe thee for thy wond*rous Love. 


Whew like loſt Sheep we wander'd wide, 
And left the watchful Shepherd*s Eye; 
When borne along th* impetuous Tide 

Ot this Morld's Sin and Vanity: 

Then Jeſus from the Heav'ns came down, 
To fave us by his Grace alone. 50 1 

e bore our Sins upon the Tree, 

T'o ſeek and fave the Loſt he came, 

here was he bound to ſet us free, 

From Death, aud everlaſting — | 
The captive Flock from Hell was trees, 

and ranſom'd when their Shepherd bled. _ - 
zefore the Pather's awful Throne, | 
Our merciful High- Prieſt yet ſtands, 

and interceding for bis owe, a..." 2 
The purchas'd Remnant now demands; | 
His People's everlaſting Friend, | 


1 * 


v/ ho lorirg loves them to the End l.. 


* 1 
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Mar we his biniſh'd Ones r deices 
Fim tor gut Lord and God to ow! 

To ta ke aim as our only Choice. 

And cle ve to tim in Love alone 3 
Still growing up in Holineſs. 

Till cul!'d to mect i:. Realms of Bliſs. 


Zhen ſhall our grateful Songs abound, 
And ev'ry Tear he u ip'd an ay; 

No Sin. no Sorrow fhi!l be t6rind, 

No Night o'cretoud the endleſs Dar, 

O praite him uli beneath, above 

O praiſe him ! praiſe the God of Love 


HY MN LXXT. Pefore Sermon. 
OW. begin the Heavenly Theme, 
Sing aloud in jeſu's Name, 
Ye who Jetu's Kindneſs prove, 
Triumph iu Redeeming Lore. 


Ye who tee the Father's: Grace, 
Beaming ig the Saviour's Face, 
As to Canaan on ye more, 

Praiſe and bleſs Redeemiug Le. 


Mourning Souls, dry vp our Tcars, | 
Baniffi al your gui 8 
Sec your Guiit and C 1 remove, 


Cancelli d by ——— 6% 
ye. alas! who Have been 
Willing _— of — and Sin, | 


No trom — rove, ' 
2 


Rect g Love. 
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Welcome all ty Sin oppre(t, 
Welcome to his ſacred Res, 
Nothing brought Him from above; 
Mything but Redeeming Love. 


H. cubdu' d th” infernal Pew'rs, 

lis tremendous Foes and ours, 
From their curſed Empire drove, 
Mighty in Redeeming Love. 


Hi her then your Muſie bring, 
Strike aloud each ehearful String, 
Mortals join the Hoſts above, 
join to praiſe Redeeming Love. 


TMN LXXIL Panting after Jes 

HOU Shepherd of Tir'el dvine, 

The Joy + the Upright in Heart. 

Por cloſer Communian they pine, 
tilt, fin ro refide where thou art; 
The Paſture, O? * 4 ſhalt we — 
Where all who — be e 7 * 
Are ted on yy dang 1 | 
Arc tkregn” the Heat — 0 7 
Ah, Dew us thar bappiec Phe. 8 up 
1 hat Piece of thy People's abode, 2 | 
Where Samts in art ——_ Fe, be 
And hang on u crucity'd LN 
Thy Love for laſt Sinners delete, . 
Thy Taſſon and Dear on tlie . 
oF, wits to Calvary bear, 
To fi and triumph with thee: - 


3 


> 4 
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Tis there with de Lambs of thy Flock, 
There only we'd covet to re ſt, 
To lie at the Foot of the Rock, 
0 r rife +5, be hid in thy Breaſt; 
"Ts hs re we would always abide, 
* never a Moment depart, - 
Concea!'d in the Cleft of thy Side, 
Eternally held in thy Heart. 


HY MN LXXII. 
Giving up the Heart to the Loxv. 


ARE my poor Heart, juſt as it 18, 
Set up therein by Throuc : ; . 
io tall I love thee above all, 
And live to thce alone. 


Cornpleat thy Work, and crown thy Grave, 
That I may fairhful prove 

And liſten to that ſmall fill Voice, 
Whick only Whiſpers Love : 


Whick teaches me what is thy Will, 


And tells me what to do; 


Which covers me with Shame, when [ 


Do not thy Win purſue. 


This Unctian may Lever feel, 
This Teaeb): ng froin my Lord, | 
And lcafn "Obedivnce to thy Voige, 5 


Thy * akg Word ! 


( 8 J | 1 
HY MN LXXIV. j 


Praiſng the Glory of the Grace of Gop, 


"RACE, how exceeding fiweet to thok 
ty vw 52 teel they Sinners are.! | 
k and diſtreſt, they taſte and knew 
1 heir Ileav'n is only there! ; 


£% 
hs Grace, free Grace moſt ſw cetly calls, : 
«« Directly come, who will; 
*© Juſt as you are ; far Chritt receiyes | 
Poor helplc!; dinners ll !” 
' 


thirſt, O, Lord! give us Each Day, o 

o taſte more of this Gra: ”; A 

8 of that Streain, Which fr om the Rock 
aud through the Wilderneſs. 


Vherc'er eternal Life is giv” n, 
his Thirſt'the fame win be! 
The Heart will ates Jefus Se 
To all Eternity. . 


- 


Lis Grace alone that feeds dar deb, . 
Crace Leer s Us iny poor 5 va" +. 1a 
41, Oh ! that hothing elſe but c 22 
May rule for evermore 1 * 1 
H Y-M NM ENV. 4 IA 


Infinitely condeſcending Eos. 5 —_ 
ov E 1 brought go fon 20x God's dear only fa 


| Into a Virgin's 
Love nail'd him to thy non Tree, 
And laid him in a Tomb. 


— — * „„ - - —— — — , 
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Through er'ry Actian, ſuff'cing too, 
The Law of Kindneſs reign'(, 
Love op'd thofe ghaftly Wounds thro which 
His precious Lite was draiu d. 


Love took him to his Father's Throne, 
There to prepare us Room, 

And Love will bring him down again, 
To fetch us to his Home. 


HYMN LXXVI. 


ON af God ! thy — grant, 
Still fupply our ev'ry Want, 
Tree of Life thine Iaſfucnce ſhed, 
With thy Sap our Spirits feed * 
Tend'reſt Branch, alas | arr , 
Wither without thee, and die; 


Weak as helpleſs Infancy 
O confirm our Sovls in thee ! 


Unſuſtain'd by thee we fall 
Send the Strength for which we call! 
Weaker than a bruiſed Reed, 
Help we ev'ry Moment need. 


All our Hope ory thee depend, 
Love us ! ſave. us to the end 
Give us the continuing Grace 


Take the everlaſting Praiſc * 
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( 'R141 te B-licycr's SOM 


1 > y Tre rout! 8 Wy 15 Ad Kro: 87 5 

a uy $ Soul 80 Jefos Hic |; 
\nchor-hold 1s hem in u him, 
nen ſwelling Billows: rife. 


— 


DComtorts bear my Spi irits up. 6 
er a faithful God, 

fire, Foundarion of iy lkope, "nw F 
iu a Suviour'Alocd! OE 30 4 


„d Eallelujalhes ting my Sou! 
7 thy Redecmer's Name, 
# 41 v, in Sorrow, Lie anch Death, 11 1+] 
Love is {all the ſame. -.-! 7: 


W MN L XXVII. Heaven on Fj N 


OME., let us aſce ni, 
4 My Companion and Friend, 
To taite _ the Barquet aboce 3 © 
t thine Hart be as mine, 
It for jeſus it pine, 
me up into the Chariot of Luve, 
bo in ſeſus cbnffde. 
They arc bold to outride,, ., 
he ctorms ot AMA tection betemh: 
Wird ths Prop!: eb they war” 1411/3 
To that heay'nly Shore, 
And outfly all the Arrows of Death.” + 4 


By Faitk we arcqome..: |... 
To our permanent Home, 


” 


* 
- 


. 2 
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By Hope we the Rapture improve; 
B: Love we Hl riſe, 
And look down on the Skies, 
For the Heaven of Heavens is Love 


Who on Earth can concerve, 
How happy we lire. 

In the City of God the great King! 
What a Concert of Praiſe, 
When our jeſus s Grace, 

The whole heavenly Company fing! 


What a raptnrows Song, 
When the glorify'd Throng 
In the Spirit of Harmony join; 
Join all the glad Choits. 
- Hearts, Vaices, and Lyres, 
And the Burden is Mercy divine! 


Hallelujah they ery, 
\* To the King of the Sky, 
T0 the great everlaſting I AM! 
| 0 To the Lamb that was flain, 
And hverh agnn, 
Hallelujah to God and the Lamb! 


HY MM N LXXIX. Before Sacrament. 


KY Bridegroom, holy Lamb 
By thy Church beloved, 


Minifeſt thy fweeteſt Name, 
To each Heart approved. 


WW 
C; wh this Ordinance of thin 
With a folemn Bleſting ; 
tour Feaſt be all divine, 
Each thy elf poſſething ! 


i.ct thy Fleſh afford us Food. 
V. very Grace to ſtrengthen ' 
Lot eur Drink be Jelu's Blood, 


Nature's Power to weaken. 


{ auſe that bleeding Sacrifice, 
2nce for Sinners given, 

To appear betare dur L yes, 
Farneſt of our Heaven! 


\We partake the Pread and Wine. 
Seals of our Profeſſion; 

Of the inward Grace the Sigua, 
Symbols of thy Paſſion. 


ec commemornte thy Death, 
While we are receiving; 
ding in our Hearts by Faith, 
With unteign'd I hankſgiving, 


May we thus our Time employ, 
While below we tarry ; 
Jill our Seals t' vatadung Jay, 


Angels come to carry. 


H Y MN LXKX. Afﬀecr Sacrament. 


ORD accom our ferble Praiſe, 
For the Banquet given; 


—— — sxqW 


Te mnwvorthy, we would rail. 


Hearts and Hands to Heaven 


t the Waun of Grace divine 
We have now been, OE: . 

On the Bcc ad, and myſuc Wine, 
With rich Comfort an. 5 


Meat indeed thy Fl: h we Fund. 
Dink thy Blood ſo precio 12 
Jeſus, Saviour, thou art kind, 
4 * 
Merc :iiu and g racious ! 


On eur guilty Souls thy Rod 
Falls with gentle Cbidinge 

And thou bealeſt with thy Blooc.. 
All our great Backſudings. 


May we to thy Bl: edmg Croſs,! 
Sov! and. Body tuſten; 

All tor Jeſus count bur Low, 
To his Coming Haſten! 


Take our Hearts ſo often bleſt, 
Vet 45 oft rebelling ; 
Let them on thy Boſom reſt, 


In thy W ourds till dwelling ! 


Nou, O Lord, that we have fed, 
On thy Body broken, 

Bruiſe —＋ the Sc rpent's Head, 
Of thy Love the Token, 


| 


1 9 
Tone nom Trials are below 
Potally exempted, 
All (uBicicat Grace beſtow, 
Succour, Lord, the tempted ! 
Guard us from the Tempter's Wiles, 
From the Sin of judas ; 
eum the World's deceitful Smiles, 
Lill ro Huiar'n thou lead us, 


HYMN LXXXI. 

£1 ribing all Glory to God for every Me 
"* LORY to our gracious Donor, 
e For his Mercies ever new ! 
i:.s alone be all the Honour! 

Nothing we conteſs our Duc: 
O rhe cealtiefs Mercies flowin, 

From thy Grace's boundlefs Store :;—- 
May our thankful Hearts be glowing 

with thy Love, fill more and wore ! 


by kind Hand hath oft” afforded 
to our Wants a rich Supply; 
Ve ure ev ry Day ſupported 
B thy providentia! Eye. 
Map we, Lord, as ſome Requital, 
Thauktui Hearts to Jeſus raiſc, 
In lis wond'rous Love's Recital; 
Conſeerate to him our Days 4 


Thou, an Hunger baſt created , 
In our Hearts for living Bread; 1 


re ys 
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May it never be bated, 
Tilt our precious Souls are fed! 
Open Lord the Ark, where hidden, 
Tetus our truce Manna lis; 


[i KY A: not hungry Spirits bidden 
Uo that Fein of Paradife ? 


O thou Friend of Sinners, pity 
Thirſty Lravellegs, who go 
To an unſcen diſtant City, 
'Fhro' a parched Vale below ! 
O {opply cach feinting Spirit, 
With the Streams at pure ſt Love; 
Fill our Cangan we inherit, 
In thy Fulneſs loft aborc? 


HY MN LXXXII. For Faſter Day 
H dies! the Friend of Sinners dies 


Lo Salem's Daughters weep around! 
A faderan Darknets veils the Skies; 
A tudden Trembling ſhakes the Ground 
Come, Sainte, and drop a Tear or two, 
For him who groan'd beneath your Lo. ' 
He ted a thouſnad Drops for you! 
A thouſand Drovs of richer Blond 


2 


Fere's Love and Grief beyond Degree, 
The Lord of Ar dics for Men! 

But lo ! what ſuddenYors we ſee ! 
Jetus the Dead revives again 


L_—— — —_— — — —C 
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ih» riting God forfakes the Tomb! 
be Tomb in vain forbids lis ric! 
_herubrc Legions guard him Home 
And out him welcome to the Skies! 


Nteuk of x our Tears ve Saints! and tell 
lou high our great Deltv *rer rctuns ! 
Dung how he ſpoil” 4 the Hoſts ot Hel | | 


nd led the Monſter Death in Chains: 


Lire for ever wond'rous Ring 
Porn to redeem, and ſtrong to fare ! 
hen aſe the Monſter—“ Where's thy Sting ? 


Aud where's thy Victory boaſting Grave?“ 


HYMN LXXAIHE. 
The Fſheacy of the precious Blood of Je: us, 
S there a Thing that moves and breaks, 
A Heart as hard as Stonc, 
Gr warms a Heart as cold as Ice? 
Tis jeſu's Blood alone: 
ne Drop of this can truly chear, 
And heal the wounded Soul; 
hat Multitudes of broken He: arts, 
This living Stream makes whole! 


tlurk! O my Soul! What fing tle Choirs 
Around the glorious Throne * 

Flirk! the /amm Lamb for excrmore 
Sounds in the {weeteft ONCE : 

+ he Elders there can down theic Crowns 
And all, both Night and Day, 


y= 


1 


ding Praiie to him who ſhed his Bloed, 
And waſltd their Guilt away. 


And this while here. will we proclaim, 
Chearful in our Degree, 


"That thro the Blood of God? s dear Lamb, 


Sin ers ma Pe ird ＋ ; l be 8 
But thou. 6 l ord ! make ev'ry Day, 
Ti-y Grace to us more freet, 


Till we behoid thy wounded Side, 
And worſhip at thy Feet. 


HY MN LXXXIV. The Year of Jubilee. 


LOW ye the Trumpet, blow 
The gladly ſolemn Sound ; 
Let all the Nations know, 
To Farth's remoteſt Bound, 
The Year of jubilee is come; 
Return, ye ranfom'd Sinnere, home! 


The Goſpel Trumpet kcar, 

The News of hear'nly Grace; 
Ye ha ppy Souls draw near, 

Be hold your Saviour's Face; 
The Var of Jubi!ce is come, 
Return, to your eternal Home! 


Jefus our great High Prieſt 
Hath full Atonement nade ; 
Ye weary Spirits re ſt. 
Ye maurr in; Sculs be glad! 


13 
The Yeur of Jubilee is come, 
ay _— * 
Return, ve ranſom'd Sinners, Tome : 


tool the Lamb of God, 
The all-atoning Lamb, 
Robe mption in bis Blood 
Throughout the World proclaim, 
The Year of ſubilee is come, 
R- turn to vour cternal Home! 


H.Y MN LXXXV. 


They ſhaillook on me whom they have picrced, 
ant mourn.---Zech: x11. 10. 

[| ADEN with Guilt, Sinners ariſe, 
Aud view your bleeding Sacrifice c; 
Dach purple Drop proclaims there's Room, 

\nd bids the Poor and Necdy come! 


B.ncith your Crimes the Victim food ; 
Signed your Acquittances in Blood; 
Hereby fern juſtice is appeas'd ; 
Imners, look up, and be relcas' d! 


Mercy, Truth, Peace and Righteouſneſs, 
Beam from the Reconciker's Face; 
Flere look, dil Love diſſolve your Heart, 
Aud bid your flavifh Fears depart, 


Oh! quit the World's deluſive Charme, 
Ang quickly fly to Jefu's Arms; 

teſtle until your God 13 known, 

' [31] you cab call the Lord your own, 
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HYMN LXXXVI. Paauu C. 
EFORE Jchorvih's awful Throne, 


Ye Nations bow with facred Joy ; 
Know that the Lord is Gad alone, 
he cau creatc, and he defroy ! 


His Sov'reign Power without our Aid, 
Made us of Clay, and form'd us Men; 
And when like wand' ring Sheep we ſtray'd, 

He brought us to his Fold again! 


We'll croud thy Gates with thankzul Songs, 
High #«s the Heav'ns our Voices raitc ; 
And Earth with her ten thouſand Tong e, 

Shall fill thy Courts with ſounding Pralle. 
Wide as the Wortd is thy Command! 
Vaſt as Eternity thy Lore 
Firm as a Rock 4 Pruth mun ſtaud, 
When rolling Years ſhall ceaſe to move! 


} 
# HYMN LXXXVIL ia lv. , Ke. 
| O! ev'ry one that thinits, draw nig h, 
(Tis God invites the fallen Race) 
Mcrey, and free Salvation buy, 
Buy Wine, aad Milk, and Goſpel Grace. 


* Cometo the living Waters, come, 
f Sinners, obey your Maker's Call, 
Return, ye weary Wand'rers tome, 

And find my Grace reach'd out to all. 
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dee, from the Rock a Fountain rife, 
For you in healing Streams 1t rolls, 
Money ye need not bring, nor Price, 


Ye lab'ring, burthen'd, Sin- ſick Souls! 


Nothing ye in Exchange ſhall give, 
Leave all you have, aud are, behind, 

Frankly the Gitt of God receive, 
Parcon and Peace in jeſus find, 


It Y M N- LXXNXVHE. 
A Proſpect of Heaven makes Death eaſy, 
| "wh is a Land of pure Delight, 


Where Saints immortal reigu; 
Infinite Day excludes the Night, 
And Pleaſures bauiſh Pain. 


"here everlaſting Spring abides, 
And ncver-with'ring Flow'rs : 
Doath, like a narrow Sea, divades 

This heav'nly Land from ours. 


Sweet Fields beyond the fivelling Flood, 


Stand drefs'd in living Green, 
y to the Jews old Canaan. ſtood 
While Jordan roll'd between, 


Put tim'rous Mortals ſtart and ſnrink, 
Lo crofs this narros- Sea,, 

And hnger, ſhiv'cing oa the Brink, 
Afraid to launch away, 
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Oh! could we make our Doubts remove, 


Thofe gloomy Doubrs that rite, 


And fee the Canaan that we love 
With: nnbeclouded Eves, 


Could we but chimb, where Moſes foud, 
And view the Landſkip o'cr, 

Not Jordan's Stream, nor Death's cold Flood, © 
Shouid fright us from the Shore, 


HYMN LXXXIX. 
The ſuppoſed Song of a Soul juſt entered Eeaven: 


\ HY was unbeliering I, 
Trembling fo atraid to die 

Now my Fect in Safety fan, 

Here within the promis'd Land. 


H al lel uh 0 


O what wond'rous Grace i is here! 
Now I'm ſafe from ev'ry Fear, 
Sin and Doubts are ever gone, 
Sighing thall no mort be known. 


Henceforth, neither Grief, nor Pain, 
Here ſucceſſive Pleaſures veign; 

All Things our Hoſannahs raiſe, 

© the Glorics of this Place ! 


O ye perfect huppy Ones, 

Let me try to join your Tunes! 
Dome let us cxali the T.amb, 

| _ Singing ever to his Name. 

PR. 
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de our full Redemption wrought, 10 
1 fort Us this Glory bou zht, 1 
tom the Earth, he calls 1 Us Howe, 1 
dur Father's Houſe we're come. 


U-t in Kedar's Tents I try d. 

hen my God his Face did hide, 
1h my Friends to raife this Song, 
Cut it languiſh'd on my Tongue. 


jeſus now unveals his Face: 

{cre I ſhout of Sov'reign Crace, | 
1:1'd with Love, inceflent cry, 

his Praife in Raptures high. 


O my d ing Fricads below, 

Did you half this Glory know, 

Daily would ye ſtretch the Wing, 

Hein to fly, aud thus to ling. Hallelu)a 


IIYMMN XC. Caster All in All. 


VE found the Pearl of greateſt Price, 
1 My Heart doth fing for ſoy ; 
Ind ſing 1 muſt, A Cris LT have, = 
Oh what's Chriſt hare 1 4 by | 


u Chriſt, he ' the Lond of Look, 
Heis the King of Kings; 
le is the San of Righteouſneſs, 
With Healing in his WI inge. 


Chriſt is my Meat, Chriſt is my 
My Phytic, and my Health.; 


* 


Fs 
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af 
M, Peace, my Streng my ſoy, my Cron, 
My Clark anden 4 calch. 


Chriſt is my Father, and mv Friend, 
My ape r, and " Love ; 

KM: He:d, m y Hope, my Counſellor, 
Ms Adv ocite above. 


My Chriiil he is the Heaven of Heaven, 
Ty Chrit, \ hat thall | call: 
My Chriſt is firit; my C Eris is lan, 
My Chriũ is All in All. 


All Glory to the Cod of Lore, 
One God in Peron Three ; 
To Father, Son, ard Holy Ghoir, 


One equal Glory be. 


HY MN  XCT. The Same. 
N Y God, my Lite, my Love, 


To thee, to Thee 1 call, © 
I cannot live if thou remove, 
For thou art All in All. 


Thy ſhining Grace can cheer, 
This D anvzeon where | well ; 
„is Paradife when thou art here, 

If chou depart, tis Hell. 


The Smilings of thy Face, 
How amiable they are! 

'Tis Hearen to reſt in thine Embrace, 
And no where elſe but there. 


— - 
2 | 


4k 
o tlie, and thee Alone, ll 


The Angels owe their Biss; | 
They bt around thy graciuus Three, 
nd duell where fetus is. | 


et all the Harps above | 
Can make a Heav'niy Place, 
It God ms Recke remove, 
Or but conceal dis Face ; 


Nor Earth, nor all the Sky, 
Cn one Delight afford ; 

„ not a Drop of real Jos, 
Without thy Pretence, Lord. 


hou art the Sca of Love 
Where all my Flcafures coll, 

Th- Circle uhere-wy Paſhons moe 
and Centre of my Soul. 

To thee my Spirits fly 
With infinite Del. re, 

Ind yet hew fur from thee Il. 
Duar Jefus raife ue higher. 


HYMN XCII. 


CaHrisT Precious to 2 Belic ic, 7 


ESL S, I love thy charming Name, «| 
JF *'Tis Mufic to my Ear; x 


uin would I found it out fo loud, 4 
+ hat Earth and Heaven might hear: bo 
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Yes, thou art precious to my Sov i, 
My Tranſport, and my I'rutt ; | 
fewcis to thee arc gaudy Toys, | 


And Gold s t© rdid Duſt. | 


my capacious Pow'r can with 
In thee molt richly meer ; 

Nor to my Eyes is Life fo dear, 
Nor Fric ad ſhip halt ſo ſweer. 


O may thy Grace fhil cheer my Heart; 
And ſhed ts Fragrance there 
The nobeſt Balm of all its Wounds, 
'The Cor dial of its Care 
I ſperk the Honaurs of thy Name 
With my laß lab'ring Brourh ; 


When Spe. chef, claſp thee in my Arms, 
My je; in Lite and Death! 


— arrange mny———_ 


HYMN XCII. 
e our Rightconſrefs. 
Fern y Blood and Righteouſneſs, 
My Beauty are, my glorious Drcfs, 
"Midit f aming W ortds in theſe arr; ay d, 
With loy mali L lift up my Head. 


When trom the Duſt of Death rise, 
To claim my Manizon in the Skies; 
Ev'n then Hall this be all my Plen, 

© Jeſus hath Liy'd, bath Dy'd for m- 
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Bold ſhall I ſtand in that great Day, 
For who ought to my Charge ſhall lay? 
Fully thro” thee abſolv'd | am 
From Sin and Fear, from Guilt and Shame. 


thus Abraham, the Friend of God, 
Thus all the Armies bought with Blood, 
Saviour of Sinners thee proclaim : 
Sinners, of whom the Chief I am. 


This ſpotleſs Robe the ſame appears, 
When ruin'd Nature finks in Years ; 
No Age can change its glorious Hue, 
The Grace of Chriit is ever new. 

let the Dead now hear thy Voice, 
Now bid thy baniſh'd ones rejoice, 
heir Beauty this, their glonous Dreſs, 


icſus, the Lord vur Righteouſneſs. 


HYMN XCIV. A divine Rapture. 
ROM thec, my God, my Joys thall riſe, 


And ruu eternal Rounds, 
Beyond the Limits of the Skies, 
And all created Bounds. 


The holy Triumph of my oul 
Shall Death iticlf out-brave, 

Leave dull Mortality behind, 
And fly beyond the Grave. 

There, where my bleſſed jeſus reigns, 
in Hcav'n's unmeaſur'd Space, 


6 Sat et 


. 


, 
— — — — — — 
— — — — — —3X —U —L—. 
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I'll ſpend a long Eternity, 


In Pleaſure a nd i in Praiſe. 


Millions of Years my wond'ring Eyes 
Shall o'er thy Beauties rove, 

And endiets Ages ! I'll adore 
'The Glories of thy Love. 


Sweet leſus, ev're Smile of thine 
Shall freſh Endearments brin: g. 

And thouſand Taſtes of new Delight, 
From all thy Graces ſpring. 


Haſte my Beloved, fetch my Soul 
Up, to thy biefs'd Abede: 

Fly, for my Spirit longs to ſee 
My Saviour; and my God, 


HYMN XCV. 


Y God, my Portion, and my Love, 
* My over laſting All ; 
I've none but thee in Hear” n above, 
Or on this Earthly Ball. 


What empty Things are all the Skies, 
And this inferior Clod ! 

There's nothing here deſerves my Joys, 
There's nothing like my Gud. 


God our only TTappincſs, 


In vain the bright, the burning Sun, 
Scatters his feeble Light: 
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is thy ſweet Reams create my Noon, 
If thou withdraw, 'tis Night. 


Aud whilt upan my re! leſs Bed, 
Amid rhe Shades 1 roll ; 

'f my Redeemer. news his Head, 
Lis Moraing with my Soul. 


To the we oe our Wealth and Friends, 
Au Health, and ſafe Abode ; 
We praife thy Name for all theſe Things, 
Dut they are not my God, 


How vain a Toy is gliet“ ring Wealth. 
t ance con. pat d to i hee! 

And what's my Safety, or my Health, 
Or all my Friends to me ? 


I Poſfeſſor of the Eartli, 
** call'd the-Stars my own ; 
Witzout my jeſus, and thyſelf, 
I were a Wretth undone. 


_ others ſtretch their Arms like Seas, 
And grafſp-ia all the Shore; 

Ct me the Vifits of thy Faee, 
nd I defire no more. 


H YM N XCVI. A Sinner's Prayer. 
OD of my Salvation, hear, 
And belp me to believe : 
Simply would I now draw ncar, 
Thy Bleſſings to reccixe; 
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Fil of Guilt, alas, 1 ain, - 
But to thy Wounds for Refuge flee 3 
Friend of Sinners, ſpotleſs Lamb, 


Thy Blood was ſhed for me. 


Standing now as newly ſlain, 
io thee I hft mine Eye, 


Balm of all my Gricf and Pain, 


Thy Bluod is a&v1ys nigh : 
Now, as Yetterday the ſame, 

Thou art and wilt for ever be, 
Friend of Sinners, ſpotleſs Lamb, 

Thy Blood was ſhed tor me. 


Nothing have I, Lord, to pay, 
Nor can thy Grace procure, 
Empty 1nd me not away, 
For I, thou known, am poor: 
Duft and A hes is my Name, 
My Illis Sin and Mifery ; 
Friend of Sinners, ſpotleſs Lamb, 
Thy Blood was ſhed for me. 


Without Money, without Price, 
| come thy Love to buy; 
From nyſelt 1 turn my Eyes, 
The Chief of Sinners J. 
Take, O take me as 1 am, 
And let me loſe myſelf in thee, 
Friend of Sinners, ſpotleſs Lamb, 
Thy Blood was ſhed for me. 


\ 
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1 A MN XCVII. Setting at Js30's Feet. 
WE ' the "Eng rica wn Blethng, 
J Which before the Cross 1 ſpend; 
ite, and Health,'and Prace poitelfing, 
From the Stuuer's dying Friend 
Here l' lit, tor ever v: lewing 
Mercy's Streams in Streams of Blood: 
Precious Drops my Soul bedewing, 
Pad and elaim my Peace with Cod. 


Truly bleed as this Station. 
Lo vated & las. Croets to lic: 
VW. hile ! de vine Compaſſion 
Floating in. nis lingond Fye, 
lere it is I find my Heaven, 
While upon he Lamb gaze; 
Love I much. Ire much forgiven, 
I'm a Miracle of Grace. 


Love and Grief wy Megs; dividing, | 
With n Lear his Feet kill bathe ; 
n ſtant til in Faith bid. ag, 
Lite 2 trom hs Pesch. 
May I fill en'oy this Feeling, 
Ia alt Need te jefos go! 


Frog Wounds each Day N 
erk "ors deeply rs. 5 


AVN N HCY Communion with zoruby 
OME. defend, O keav*nly Spi, 
Fan each Spark into a Flame; 
3 
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Bleſings let us now inherit, 
Bleſſings that we cannot name. 
Whilſt Hoſannas we are finging, 
May our Hearts in Rapture move; 
Feel new Grace in them ſtill ſpringing, 
Breathe the Air of pureſt Love. 


Let us ſail in Grace's Ocean, 
Float on that unbounded Sea, 
Guided into pure Devotion, 
L UgKept from Paths of Error free: 
my heav'nly Manna feeding. 
ereen d from ev'ry envious Foe : 
Love, O Love for Sinners bleeding, 
All for thee we would forego. 


{ Keep us, Lord, ſtill in Communion, 

Daily nearer drawn to thee ; 

E Sinking in the ſweeteſt Union, 

x Of that Heart-felt Myſtery : 

Keep us ſafe from each Delufion, 
Welt protected from all Harms ; 

Free from Sin, and all Confufion, 
Circle us within thine Arms. 


HYMN XCIX, Juſtification by Faith. 


FL AIN are the Hopes the Sons of Men, 
11 On their own Works have built, 
Their Heartz by Nature all unclean, 

N And all their Actions Guilt, 


E 12 1 
Let Jew and Gentile ſtop their Mouths 
Without a murm'ring Word, 
And the whole Race of Adam ftand 
Guilty before the Lord. 


In rain we aſk God's righteous Law 
To juthtify us now, 

Since to convince, and to condemn, 
Is all the Law can do. 


Jeſus, how glorious is thy Grace, 
When in thy Name we truſt ! 
Our Faith receives a Righteouſneſa 

That makes the Sinner juſt. 


HYMN C. 
This is the Viftory that overcometh the World, 


even our Faith. 
Tell me no more of this. World's vain 


(Store 3 
The time ſor fuch Trifle wath me now is ofers 


(bound 3. 
A cr Pre found, where true Joys a- 
1% dwell Im determin'd on _ G 


Jo Mortal doth know what hc can 2 , 
hat Light, ns and Comfort. : 


(after him, go. 


o onw =, [ mave, and but Chxiſt above, 
None gueſſes how wond rous my Journey wi 


U 


7 «1 
www 
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Great Spoils 1 hall win from Death, Hl, 
*M1dit outwar} Attiction, Mall tel Cl: 

| (within, 
Perhaps for his Name, poor Dutt as T om, 
Soine Works 1 thall finiſh wich glad 1944 


G Y 
ing 


I fil (which is beſt) ſhall in his dear Brea, 
As at the Beginning, find Pardon nd Reſt. 

And when I'm to die, receive me, I | ery, 
For Jjeſus hath lov'd me, I canuut fay why. 


But this I do find, we two are ſo join'd, 
Hel nor live in Glory, and leave * behind. 


HYMN Cl. 
The Love of Custer confralneth us. 
0 2 Cor. v. 14. 
APPY the Heart chere Graces reigu, 
Where Lore inſpires the Breaſt ; 
Love :5 the brighteſt of the Train, 
Aud ſtrengthens all the reit. 
Erowledge. alas is all in vain, 
And. all in vain our Pear; 
Our Stubbotu $ips will fight and Eike 
It Love de abſetit there 
” is Love that makes our active Feet 
Ina fiſt Obedience moves | 
The Devils know, and wemble too, 
« But Satan cannot Love. 


* 
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Isis the Grace that lives and ſings, 
When Faith and Hope Hall ceaſe; 

is this ſhall ſtrike our Joyful Strings 

In the ſweet Realms of Lliſs. 


Before we quite forſake our Clay, 
Or leave this poor Abude, 

The Wings of Love, bear us away, 
To ſee our ſmiling God. 


H'Y M N CI. 
Following CHRIST, the Sinner's Way to Gon? 


JESUS, my All to Heaven is gone, 
He chat I plac'd my Hopes upon: 

His Track ! ſee———and ll purſue 

The narrow Way, till him 4 view, 


1 he Way the holy Prophets went, 

Ine Road that leads from Bamfhment, 

— 3 Highway of Holineſs, 
go; tor all the Faths are Peace, 


bis is the Way I long have fought, 
\nd mo — becauſe I found it not: 

My G Burrben long has deen | 

ecauſe I * d not ceaſe from Sin. 


The more I ftrove againſt its Pow'r, 
fiun'd and fumbled but the more 
'TiliLlate | heard m al, et fay, 


+ Come hither for Pra the Way” 


* 
4 
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© WE 
Ly 7! as cin, and thou dear Lamb, 
Stu tile me co thee as I am : 
Not! der but Sin I thee ean gi; e, 


Vet help me, and thy Praife Ill live. 


Pl tell to ail cor Sinners round, 
Whar a denr Sa iure I have faund ; 
Pl point to thy receeming Blood, 

And ſay, Behold the Way tu Gad.“ 


H-YM N CITI. 
Come an wei come to Ixus Cugata yr, 


OM E. ye Sinners, poor and wretched, 
Wenk :nd l beck and fore, 
Jeſus ready itands to fave vou, 
Full of Piry, jojin'd with Latex. 
He ts able, he ts able, he is able: 
He is willing: doubt no morcy 


Ho! ye ncedy, come and welcome ; 
God's free Bounty glorify, 

True Belief, and true Repentaner, 
Every Grace that brings us nigh. 
Without y. 'oney, without Money, &c. 

Come to, Jeſys Chriſt, and buy. 


Let not Conſcience make you linger; 
Nor ot Fitnefs toadly | kay 

All the Fitaefs. ke requiretb, 
Is tq hel your Need of Him: | 

This he gives you, this he gives you, &c. 
"tis the Spirit's riting Beam. 


* 


Mo 
Come ve wez 1A. heavy luden, 
Bruts'd and mangicd by the Fall; 
if vou tarry till you're better, 
You will nerer come at all. ; 
Not the Righteous, not the Rightcous, Ke, 
Sinners Jeſus came to call. | 


\ 7 him grov'ling in the Garden; 
! your Maker rolre. = lies, 
On the bloody Tice be! hold him 
Hear him cry, before he dics'; 
[t is finiſh'd, it is flnith*d;, &c. 
Sinner, will not this fue? 


Lo! th incarnate God; afcended; 
leads the Merit of his Mood; 
Venture on ham, venture who ly; | 
Let no other Truft 1atrude. 
None but Jeſus, none but leſus, &ec. 
Can do helpleſs, Sinners good. 
Suints and Angels join'd in Concert, 
"ing the Praifes af the amb ; 
le the blifstful Seat f Heaven x 
— ho with bis Name. | | 
[1clyjab?! Hallelufahb! Hallelvjak ! 
Sinners here may bag the ſame. 


HYMN Civ. 


( un 's Call and (throvgh Gre) the Sn 
Acceptance. | 
ESU. thou doſt cry aloud, 
Sinners haſten to iny Blood, 


W 


1 
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Though as black as Hell within, 
Vet my Blood fhall waſh you clean. 


View me, in the Manger lying, 
\iew me panting, bleeding, Cz ing, 
In my picrced Side here's Room, 
Ev*ry Drop of Blood cries come. 


Lord I hear thy gracious Call, 
Proftrate at thy Feet | fall, 

All poor Sinners, thou call'it Home, 
I'm. a Sinner, lo I come. 


Satan, Lord, hath me diftrefs'd, 
Jam naked, void of Reit, 

All my Nature's full ot Sin, 

O I'm all unclean, unclean. 


Yes, my Child, I know it all, 
But thy Guilt on me did fall; 

By the ſhediny of my Blrod, 

T hou art reconcil'd to God. 

Art thou naked ia Diſtreſs, 
Here's the Robe of Righteouſneſs, 


Here's my Blood to cleanſe thy Heart ; 
Cloath thze, waſh thee, mine thou art. 


Satan heareſt thou thy Doom, 

x Jeſus my Deliv'rer's come; 

| on, Unbelief, and Pride, 
Hence be gone, for Chriſt has dy'd. 


C217 1 
Iii. ay jeſus; Lord and Gd, 
abe the Purchaſe of thy Blood, 
aon didit give thyſelt tor me, 
I gire mb felt to thee. 


k 


11-Y MN CV, A s es 
ENCE from my Soul, fad Thoughts be 
And leave me to my Joys; N 


M Tongue ſhall triumph 1 in my God, 
And make a joy ful Noite. 


D2rxn ess and Doubts had veil'd my Mind, 
\nu drown amy Head in Tears, 
3 in x "reign Grace, with ſhining Rays, 
D1{ſpell'd my gloomy Fears. 


what immortal Joys I felt, 
And Rapture; all divine, 

When Jeſus told me, I's is his, 
And my Bcloced mine 


, vain the Tempter bra hes my Soul, 
And breaks my Peace in vain 

"ne Glimpſe, dear Saviour, of thy Face, 
Revives my Joys agam. -* 


vr 


{il'Y MN CVL They crucified hun. 


Love divine, what haſt thou done! 
-Th' immortal God hath dy d for ſe © 7 
he Father's co eternal Son 


Bore all my wy Tee ; ; 


[218] 
mmortal Cod for me hath {+'sd ; 
y Lord, my Love, ts crucify'd | 
Behold him, all Fe that piſs by 
I he blceds; " ! *71ace of Lit and Peace 
Lem, ſes ye Worms, your Maker die, 


— 


And fay, was cer C rief like his ! 
Come, feel with me his Blood apply d. 


My Lord, my Love, us crucity'd ! 


L. crucity'd for me amd you, 

to bring us R chels back to God 4 
Td:..q*® 
Belierc, belicre the Record true, 

That we re bought with Jefy's Blood; 
Pardon and | fe fow trom his Side, 
My Lord, any Love, is cructfy'd ! 


Then lat is fit beneath his Crofs, 

And gladly catch the healin tre am 
Ail Thi ins tor him accouft bet I, te, 

A: Th give U 5 all our Fe: ats I him ; 
Ot nc thing ſpe ak or th: nk bende, 
My Lord, my Love, is cracity d 


H Y MN evil. Calrary. 


AMB of God. whote bieeding Love 
1 We now recall to Mind, 
Send the Anſwet from above, 
And let us Mercy fad; 
Tbink on us, who thiak on thee, 
and ev'ry ſtrupgling Seu! releaſe 


[ 29 J 
remember Calvary, 
And bid us go in Peae?, 
Ay thmeazomring Pain, 
Aud. bloody Sweat we pray ; 
3y thy dying Love to Ma., 
Take all aug Sins away: 
F art our Bonde, aud fet us free, 
ram all Kiquity releaſe, 
© remember, &c. 
Let thy Blood by Faith apply 
The Sinner's Pardon feal ; 
Speuk us freely jullify'd, 
And all our Sickneſs heal.” 
By thy P:yhoff on the irec,. 
Let all aut Griefs-and Troubles u.; 
O rom unber, & c. | 
Never would ve hence depart. 
li thou our Wants relien e,; 
Write Forgiveneſs on each ! lexct, 
Aud alt thine Image gi- 
Stili our Souls, ſhall cry to thee, 
Iii all renew'd in Holinets; 
O remember Calvary, 
And bid us go in Peacg. 


* * 
— 
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HY MAN CVHI. The Steny Heart; "ot 
it : for a Glance of heav'nly Day, 1 
To take this (fubburi Stone away, 
And thaw with Beams of Love divine 
This Heart, this frozen Heart of mig 2. ö 


— 


Af. J 


Th Rocks can rent; the Karth can quake 
Le Sv, can roar 5 the Mountains ſhake ; C 
Ct Feliz all Things thew forac Sign ; 


But this 1 un Sieg e Heart of mine. 15 


To bear the arrows thou haſt felt, 

Dear Lord, an Adamant would melt: 

Bur I cn read each moving Line, ; 
And not aing 7 niove this Heart of mine. | 


Thy judgments zoo upmor'd, I hear, 
(Amaz 11. Thought, ') which De + A fear, 


Goodneſs aud Wrath in vain- con bine, 
To Tir this {tupid-tHeart of maxe,. 


But ſomething yer can do the Deed { 
Aud that dear Something much I need, 
Thy Spirit can from Droſs refine; 


And move and melt this Hears, of _ 


H Y M N CIX. Ide Gamer - 
FILE N ſhall my frozen Heart revive ? 
W * den hall my Soul begin to lire ? 
tter'd with Sin, opprefs 'd with Death, 
I pant, yet hopeleſs pant for Beckth. 


Yet 20a! 1 * Hope. T fin wou dh. Pr, 
GO thar the Lord would taite me wp 3 
Wou'd all my Uthelict dt ſtroy, 

And let me taſte his People's 

Come Breath of Life, inſpire my Saul, 
Ou me let 'Szreams of Mercy roll ; 


EB 
ona tender Glance fromythee, 
in fet my burthen'd Spitit tree. 


I % 


er's Experience tolls me ſo. 

el me what ET Look can do: 
| lo harden'd Heart at once it turns, 
i he Icy Squl it melts and burns. 


Lord kiudiy reach this Heart ot mine, 
ant to be int rely thine, 
5 


ave chy rule in me, 
And bring me Liberty. 


{YM N CX. Cunisris All in All. 


O all my leuft, Chriit ic Ce bright, 
1 To alt y Mis ies, intinité De: light — 
al my few! — „ Mi without compare, 

o my Deforms! * the eternal Fair — 
Sigl to my Blingneſi—t6 my Waxes, Wealth, 
to my Mat- and to my Srckngſe, Health, * 
> Darkneſs, Light— my Lilerqy in Thrall— 
„ hat hall y- my Chritt is / in 4. 


HYMN CXI. 
At the Coming of à Minister. | a 


Elcome, welcame, bicfiqe Servant, 
W Mefſcoger af Jety's. e rs 
G how beautiful the Heet of 

Hm that brings good: News of Peace, 
Welcome Herald, welcome Herald, &0. 
Prat of God, thy yy Joy. 

3 
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A us 
uv 10 ur, bleſs his Meſſage ro 118, 
Give us Hearts to hear the Sound 
Or Redemption, dearly purchas'd 
By thy Death and precious Wounds, 
O reveal it, O reveal it, &. 
To gur poor and helpleſs Souls. 


(ie Reward ef Grace and Glory 
To thy tutktul Labourcr dear, 

Let the Incenſe of our Hearts be 
Ofrcr'd up in Faith and Prayer, 

Blu: is, O blets him; blets, O bleſs him, &c, 
Now henceforth. for evermore, 


k H Y *I N. CXII. 
Not aſhamed ot the Goſpe l. 


13 not aſham'd to own my Lord, 

& Or co defend bis Cauſe, 

Maintain the Honour of his Ward, 
he Glory of his Croſs, 


us, 2 God ; I know his Name, a 
His Name is ail my Truſt ; 

Nor will he put my Soul to Shame, 
Nor let my Hope be loft. 


Fiem as his Throne, his Promiſe francs, * 
And he can well ſecure | Wo 
What Pre committed to hs Hands, 
Till the deciuüre H ur. | 


Then will ke own my worthlef: Name, 
Betore his Father 8. Face. 


SS BD 


And in the New Jeruſalem 
Appoint my Soul a Place. 


iY MN CXIIL Carr's dying Love. 


OW condeſcending, and how kind, _ 
Was God's eternal Son ; 

Cc Mis'ry reach'd his heav'nly Mind, 

And Pity brought him down. 
{When Juſtice, > our Sins provok'd, 

Drew forth its dreadful Sword, 
Ie gave his Soul up to the Stroke, 

Without a murm'ring Word.) 


le funk beneath our heavy Woes, 
To raite us to his Throne ; 

Tierc's not a Gift his Hand beſtows, 
But coſt his Heart a Groan.) 


ais was Compaſſion like a God, 

1 hat when the Saviour knew 
The Price, of Pardon was his Blood, 

His Pity ne'er withdrew. 


Now tho“ he reigns exalted high, 
Dis Love is ſtill as great ; 
ell he remembers Calvary, 
"Nee let our Souls forget. 


HYMN extv. 


Four a Miniſter confin'd from attending e 
Ordinances on the Lon p's Dar. | . 


N filent Sadnefs I'm condemn'd” 
To ſpend this ſacred Day, 


L 224 
Not ſuft-r'd to __ 1ch thy Courts, 
To Sing, and Preuebr, and Pray. 


My wing Fert with Jos: kate trud 


Thy Patuces of Grace ; 
(The Dwellings of my Kine, my God) 
Where Sauits behol thy Face 


To Zion's op'ning Gate this Diy 
Th' aſſerabling Armits move. 

The Goſpel- T rumpet {weet! Y faunds, 
With Pardon, Pence awd Los. 


The bleſſed Saints with Hearts and Fongues, 
Unite to fing thy Praile, 

With Ears and: Hearts in R. apture he'd 
By Meſlages os Grace. | 


Muy th-y thy Glones Lord, beholc. 
And iced on heav*nly Food ; 

May living Waters filf their Sou, 
And Grace and Strength renew'd, 


Whili Um a Pris'ner in thy Chains, 
in D::nefs, Grief and Pain, 

May I one Beam of Lors divine, 
One Crumb ot Grace abtain. 


May Mercy's Hand ditt thy Rod, 


Aby Power m my. Soul uphold, 
The Druſs and Tin purge all away , 


And bighten all the Gold, 


{as ] 
din be now deftiov's ; 
BY 4.CY ry nt ae mac Nronz ; 
© Health, 5 20, F aſe, aud Strength 4g ally, 
And Grace fail be my Song. 


!1 Y M N CX. Fora Public Faſt, 
] ORD, loak on all affew bled here ; 

£1 Why in thy Preſence ſtand, 
1's offer up united Pray*r 

For this our finful Land. 


: have we, each in private, pray d, 
0 Country might find Gr: CE; 
Sow hear the ame Petitions made 
in this appointed Place. 

J;, it amongſt us ſore be met, 
So carelets of theit Sin, 
e have, not cry'd for Mercy yet; 

Lord let them now begin. 

Thou, by whoſe Death poor Sinners live, 

4 whom their Pray” rs ſucceed, 
Thy Sp'rit of Supplic; ation ire, 

And we thall pray 1 indeed. 

e will not lack; nor care thee reſt ; 


Bu t importune hee _-. 
hat, 'till we mall be by thee bleſt, 
We will not let thee go. 


it God of Hoſts Delir vince belly, 


Guide thoſe that hold the Helm; 1 


pport the State; preſerve the King; 3 
Aud ſpare: the guilty Realm. 


— — - <a << 
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9: thould the read Deeree de paſt, 
2 wem zuſt feel thy Kut: 
My Faith and P' tience hold us fan 
To dur cotrecting Gad. 


M hatever be our defein'd Cale, 
Accept us in thy Sow ; 

Give us his Goſpel, and his Grace ; 
And then thy Wil be done. 


HYMN CxvrY. 
Aſcribing to Gap the, Praife of aur £11 ation. 
OW empty was our former Boaſt, 
Our Foolichneſs ot Pride, 
When in ourſęlses we put gur truit, 
Aud on our Works rely d! 


IT 10344 in the Freecom; of our Wy, 


Fi. iu our Nature? 8 Pow") Is, 
We thought to gain the het: ny Hin, 
And lente the "Crown as ours. 


O; 1 80 d Nefires, our Heerts fincere, 
r beſt Eudeavourz gad. 
* irone for our Franigr aon here, 
In Place of jcſn's Blood. 


Alas for us: we knew not men 
His Blood aud Righttouſncis, 

T aro? whack alone the Sons of len 
Are fay'd by ncheſt Grace. 


— * ns * th — »*—ỹ 
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now, O gracwous Cad, my Love, 
_ tau che us better Things J 
is gie'n us from avove, 
rom thee Salvation {prinvs. 


4 


thy Love delights to ns O, 
RY 94 rau ſoms without Pi! 
hut oaly that which Jeſus gar e, 
Our blerding Sacrifice. 


'\'r own the fule- Procuring Caie 
Thy t precious load di inc; 
tince our Jeſus dy'd tor us, 
May we live cver thine! 


1 Y MN CXVII. Crunisr a ſure Gor 


( * UIDE me, O chou great Jehorah 
F Pilgrim. thro this Barren Lad, 
m Weck but thou art Mighty, 
eld me with thy pow'rful cd 

4read of Beav'n, Bread of Henv 
Feed me, 'till 1 wint no more. 


Open now the cryital Fountain, 
hence the healing Streams do from : 
ct the fiery cloudy Pillar. ... 

ad mz all my Journey thro zh: 
*rrong, Deliv'rer, ſtrong; Deliv'rer 
Pc thou hill my Streagth and Shield. 


hen I tread the Verge of Jordan, 
L Bi my anxious Fears iubfide: 


_ 


t 
Death 4 Death: end Meld's Df 1, 
unnd me tate on Canzan's F< 
Zons of Pr.ufes, Songs of Praitcs, 9 
| 4 will ever give to thee, 


* 


—— — 


HY MN CXYnr. 

A warm Coal tor rt cold IIcart. ( 
USING on my Hubftation, > 
Mutng on my heav'nly Home, - 
} 

/ 

/ 


— 
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Fils my Sout with hoh Longing, 
Conne, my 7 n cone ; 
* any is alf! | 
Lord 1 lon by wh be e with the 
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A whole Heart for CHzlsT ' 
ORD make me Farthful to ray Call, ö 
In Heart ful truly give up Ally | 


Myſelt to thee rgfign : 
When Dangers threaten me around, | 
Invincibk may I be found, | | 
Never thy Will decline. 


My Feet with holy Oil anoint, 

The deſtin'd Path, thou 22 appoint, 
Gladly I then will tread ; 

Bedew mc with a genial IT r, 

Into ray Heart thy inffurne pan 
With hving Manna fed: 


4 A ſingle Exe, a faithful Heart, 
My Jeſus, to thy Child impart, 


— 229 } 
1 ev ry trying Hour : 


F. ning's tormenting dens pre vent, 


Sti keep my Eye on thee intent. 
ill Sight my Faith g'erpow'r. 


i Y M N' ©XX. A Sinner's laſt Shift. 


AVIOUR, cant thou love a Traitor ? 
Cant thor love a Child of Wrath? 


Can 3 Hell deſerving Creature 
b the Purchaſe of thy Death? 
thy Blood ſo efficacious, 
A; to make my Nature clean ? 
's thy Sacrrfice o precious, 
As to tree mne from my Sin? 


din on every Hand ſurround: me, 
0 Acquittanee can I hear ; 

Pa Es ft Unbelief confound me, 

FH ip me Lord mv Grief to bear; 

then is my Reſolution 
hy « thy dcureſt Feet to fall, 
reli mectwwith Condem nation, 
(4 Freedom from my Thrall. 


N ow deny thy Grace and Mercy, 

|: 1594 cantt to wretched me, 

125 2400 thy Love aud Pity, 

ion canſt, and let me dic, | 

it : mo v. ich Coudemnationg 
*I deſerv. - the fame ; : 


> II 
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Tt I meet with free Salvation, 
Iwill 1 thy EE 


H YAN Crxr 
f anviie Gol of Abpmtaam., 


HE God of Abran'm ae 
Who teigus enthrou'd nod 1 
Ancient of evetla! * Lays, 


And Get of rn; 
! HAV - 1 > & A , 
By Ea: rth 1. „ 2}Þcar!n.conick ; 
I bow od  ' he 1,4.red, Nan, 
coho 204. | 


The ©: at Abra, mac, 

r W ho w Upretue, Co COHN 41 4; 
From Earth Td re and ee, ae Jos 

At ihy. ri le tand:: 

I'd all on Harta fo. ane; 

Its Witdom. Fame i Dower g 
And Him my only Portion mae 

My hiold and f'ower 


The oi! of, Abrah'iu praife, , 

w hole an- 111 Hcie n. 2 
Shall guide ne all pe pu pp D. 

In ali his Ways,, 

He calls a Worm, bis F. end. 4, 

He calls bimkelf n my, G 1 
And be ſhell ſaie me to the End, 
Thre' j:\u's Blood. 


2 
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He by himſclf hath ſworn, 
I on His Oath depend, 
{ ſhall on Lagle's Wings up-borne 
To Hear 'n atcend. 
I alt behold his Face, | 
T ſhall his Power acore, | \ 
nd fing the Wonders of his Grace 9 
For rermore. 


FART THE SECOND. [ 


HO" Nature's Strength decay, 

Aud Earth and Hell withſtand, | 

To Canaan's Bounds urge my Way, 
At his Command: | 

The Wat'ry Deep | paſs, | 
With, jeſus in my View; g 

and er” the howling Wilderneſs | 
My Way puriue; | 


The $00dly Land | ſee, | | | 
With Peace and Plenty bleſs'd; h 
A Land of ſacred 1 iberty, | 
And cydleſs Reſt: 
There Milk and Honey flow 
And Oil and ine abound; 
\nd Trees of Lite forever grow, 
With Mercy crown'd. 


There dwells the Lord our Ring, 
The Lord our Righreoufacs,” 


——ä43ä—ä—ä' — A — — — CA ro 
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i F.cumphang. o'er the World za: Sin) 
The Pri ince of Pesce?? 
On on's ſacied Height 
His *. ingdom 111 | maintains; 4 
And glorious with the Saints in Light f 
For ever rei as. 


| 
* 
: 


OO — OO — 


— — 
— 


— — 


He keeps his own ſecure, 

Ho guards them by his Side. 
Arrays in  rarmonts wiate and pure 

His ſpotleſs i ride: 

With Streams of tacred Blr{s, 

- With Groves of lis ing 105 —— 
With all the Fruits of Paradis, 

He ſtills {upplics. 


— — 


PART THE THIRD: 


EFORE che- 2 Thre&Q:c 
They all exuiting ſtand ; 
And tel! the Wonders he hath done, 
Thro' alt their and: 
The liff' wing Spheres attend, 
and fe. the growing Fame; 
And fing in Songs vw Hich never cr 4, 
The wond'rons Nauk. 8 
The God who reigns on bigh 
I be great Arch- angels fing. 
And “ Holy, Holy, Holy,“ cry 
« ALMlaur T Kixc! 
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% Who WAS, AND is, THE SAME, 
«© AND EVERMOKRE SHALL EE; 
]J-novan—PFarurt—Garrarl An! 
© Weg worsHte nen.“ 


Before the Saviour's Face 
The ranſom'd Nations bow; 
O'erwhelm'd at his Almighty Grace, 
Tor ever NEW: 
He ſhews his Prints of Lore 
They kindle—to a Flame! 
and found, thro? all che Worlds above, 
The ſlaughter'd Laub. 


The whole Humphane Hoſt 
CGire Thanks to God on high; 
'Tvl Father, Son, and Holy Ghott, 
They ever CY 3 
Hail Mrabam's God— and mine £ 
(1 join the heav*nly Lays,) 
Al | Might and Majeſty are I hine, 
And endleſs Praile. 


HY M N _ CXXI.. 
i w.1! ting of the Mercy af the Loan far exe: 
HY Mercy, my. Gail, 
s the Theme: df Saga 
The sas of my Heart. | 
And the boaſt of-my Tongue 
Thy K ce Grace, Done, 5 
Frou the * te the ! lad, 


* * 


2 
Has won my Aﬀections, 
And bound my Soul fuft, 
Without thy ſweet Mercy, 
I could not live here; 
din ſoon would reduce me 
io utter Deſpair ; 
But thro” thy free Goodneſs, 
M Spirits revive, 
And he that firſt made me, 
Still keeps me alive. 
Whene'er I miſlake, 
Thy kind Mercy begins 
To melt me, and then 
can mourn for mv Sins, 
And led by thy Spirit, 
10 Jefus's Blood, 
My Sorrows are dry'd, 
And my Strength is renew'd. 
Thy 3 more 
Than a Match for my Heart, 
Which wonders to feel 
Its own Hardneſs depart : 
D: iolv'd by thy Preſence 
I fall to the Ground, 
And weep to the Pratfe ot 
The Mercy found. 5 
The Doors of thy Merey 
Stand open all Day, 
To the Poor and the Needy 
Who knock by the Way: 


X * „„ — — — —— 
— — — —— — 
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Thy Mercy is endleſs, 
Moſt tender, and free; 
No Sinner need doubr, 
Since "rs given to me, 


Dear Father, hyimegciful 
Word is my alt; +: 
Thy Promaſe ſupports » me 
When ready to fall: 
When Enemies croud, | 
To cauſe Doubt and Deſpair, 
conquer them alk: -2," 
By thy Spirit of Pray't. 


Thy Mercy in Jeſs ( 
Exempis me from Hell; 
Of thy Merey ll fing, 
Of thy Marcy III tell : 
"Twas jeſus my Friend, 
When he hung on the Treo, 
That open'd the Channel! 
Ot Mercy. for me. "IO 


Great Father of ebe 
Thy Goodneſs I own, | 
And the Covenant»Love” » #1 
Or thy erucity'd Son 
A Praiſe to the Spirit, 
Whoſe Whiſpers divine 
Fal Mercy, and Pardon, 
Ard e mints 


* 


: 


11 
HFT WN TAN. 


Tre Leſs of Cie lamented, from the piſt 


Experience of his Love. 
N Y Time, oh ye Daughter: 
Of Sion, did un 
Moit ſweetly aud ſoftly, 
When Chnit was my Sun 
Thro' Darknefs | fearleſs 
Coutd walk by his Light, 
His Rays were my Comfort, 
His Shield was my Might. 
When leſus was with me, | 


By Day or by Night, 
Tho Darkneſs was round me, 
My Sou! was fill Ligkt; 
My Joys an. my Comfores 
Enraptur'd my Mind, 

s hile, under his Shader © 
I fweetiy rechin'dl ; 


What Time in Communion 
With jeſus -tptritz> ©: 

"I was Hcav'n all over“ 
Where ever went 5 

And oft when bes ——— 


Pve felt oa my{tearg © 
In Rapruresb pray d, 
Ile would neves _ 


His Mercy and Love © 
Was the Them: of my Song, 


Y r — 


(- 4 1 
Lo praiſe and adore him, 
Ihe. of my Fon gue 
0 hr? bes Gbodneld ö 
My daily Delight, | 
To think of his Kind neſs 1 
My Pleafure by Night, 


But when He is abicnt, 

My Comforts are gone, 
My ts pow 145 TOY 

„ Auch hard as ne? 1 
or Natgge or Creature 
Dchgnt can impart. 

"TM Jeſus return. 
Ide ſole Joy of my Heart, 


That c'er T uld grieve thee 
My Lord and my . 
It vexcs my; Saul. 
And o'erw belms me with Shame | 
3 he Sweets of. thy For, | 
. And Love felt before, 
Reſtore, my dear Jeſus, 
And leave me no more. 


* 7 ** 1 11 


11 Y MN cxxlv. before Ser 


dobgeg of I. ight * Power div: ine, # 
Deigu upon, thy Truth to ſhine, 1 5 
l 3 behold thy AK. ſtands; 
[ 2! to thee he lifts bis Hands ; BEE 
—_ his SouPs Dekfre ;; 11 N 
1 ouch his Lip with halx iter... 


* 
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Opec thy Treaſure ! fo ſhall fall | 
Unction ſweet on him, on All; : 
Iii by Odours, ſcattor d round, 
Chriſt himſelf be trac'd und found, d 
Then ſhall eg'ry raptut d Heart, 
Rich in Peace and Joy depart. 1 


1H Y M N CXXV. The Same. 


D* AREST Saviour help thy Servant, 
To prockan thy wond rous Love ! 
O that 4. Soul here ꝓreſent 
May thy Grace had I ruth approve; 
Bleis, O biefs vs ; Bleſs, C Piet us; 
Bleſs, O Bleſs us, 
From thy lining Courts above. 


Now thy gravious Word invites us, | 
To partake thy Goſpel-Feaſt ; 
Let hy Spinryuor unite us, 
Each to thee a avifling Gueſt; 
C) receive us, &. 
To hy glorious promis'd Reſt. 


HYMN CXXYL. 


TR] as the Earth tl Gaſ 1 d=, 
My Lori, my Hipe, my T3v* ; 
It I am found in Jeu Hands, 
My Soul can ne et be loſt. 


His Honour is engag' d to fave 
The meaneſt of his Sheet; 


t 
hat his we oY Father gave 
is Hands ſecu rely keep. 


Nor Dea „ ner Het, ſtall der remaoy . 
Pas rites from his Brealt; 
1+ the der Bora of his, Love 
1 hey muſt 'for ever ret 


H Y MN CXXVII. 


N TOTHING-but thy Blood, O. Jeſus, 
4 Can felieve iy from our: Smart n 
No = ng elſe from Guilt celexa, us ; 


N ot bing elſc cnn melt the Ileart. 
and errors do but Harden, 
\!! the white they work abune 3 
211 1 Senſe of Blood bought Pardon 
on diſſolves. a Heart of Stone. 
ic! 15, by Thy patient Spirit, 24 
0 m ourn, and got deſpair- . 
n m_ on h Merit, 
i with God tn Pray 'r. 
Actions ſelze un, 
BEEN A profit, if not pleaſe; 
4 cud, _ detend us, Jeſus, . 
rom UN {1 ity aud Eaſe, 


* * MIN CXXVIU. 


Ee: ng Grace : or Sa mts beloved i@ Cunts. 


* Us, we bleſs thy Farker's Name: 
Thy God and ours are both the ſame: 


- 


(4 
* 


. 4 


f 
| 
l 


* 
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What heav'nly Bleſſings from his Throar 
Flow down to Sinners thro his Son? 


Chriſt be my firſt Elec „ he ſaid, 
Then choſe our Souls in C hraſt our Head 
Betore be Fave the Mount: alns Birth, 

Or laid Foundations for the Earth. 


Thus did eternal Love begin 

To ruiſe us up from Death and Sin x 
Our Characters were then deoreet!, 
Blumeleſs in Love, a boly Secd. 
Prede ſtinated to be Sons, 

Born by Degrees, but choke at once; 
A new regencr: ated Racc, 

To praiſe the Glory of his Grace. 


With Chrut our Lord we ſhart oer Part 
In the Aſſections of his Heart, . 


Nor ſhall our Souls be thence remov 4, 
Till he forgets Hig Firtk-bcloy'd, 
H.Y MN! CXXIX. 
The Phailce ind Publican, 
EHOLD bor; Sinfters diſ: agree, 
The Publicani and Phariſeg! 

r doth his Rig frreouſnels proclaim, | 
The other owns his Gut't and Shame. | 
This Man at lwmblc Diſtance tends, 

And cri for: Grace with litted Hands; 
That boldly riſes near the Thronc, 
Aud taſks pf Duties he has done, 


. * N 6 . 4 
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be Lord their diff rent Language knows, 
ul diff rent Anſwers he beſtows; 
The twable Soul with Grace he crowne, 
W h..it on the Proud his Anger rows. 


Dear Father, let me never be 

ſoin'd with the boaſted Phariſee ; 

! have no Merit ot my own, 

But plead the Suff rings of thy Ter. 


HYMN CXXX. Thy kingdom come. 


H when ſhall we, fupremely bleſt, 
Enter into our glorious Reit! 
Partake the Triumphs of the Sky, 


And holy, holy, holy cry! 


With all thy heay? aly Hos, with all 
Thy bleſſed Saints, we then ſhall fall, 
And fing in Ecttac known, 

And praiſe thee on thy dazling Throne. 


HYMN CXXXI. Time and Bternity. 


HE E we adore, eternal Name, 
And humbly own to thee, 
How feeble is our mortal Frame, 
What dying Worms ve be. 


Waiken, O Lord, our drowſy Senſe, - 
lo walk this dangerous Rox ; 

And when our Souls ate taken henee, 1 
May they be found wah, God! , 


Y 
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Aflure me, that my worthleſs Name 
Is graven on thy Hands 
S hew me ſome Promti'c in thy Book, 
Where my Salrution ſtands. 


HYMN. C XXIII. 
The Same. 


Ince all the don nward Tracts of Ting 
God s watchtul Eye ſurveys, 

0 Who ſo wite' to thoole dur Lot, 

Aud regulate our Ways? | 


Aſſure us of thy wond'raus Love 
Unme: aſurably kind 

To his unerring, graciovs Will 
Be ev'ry With retign d 


cod when he gives ſupremely Good, 
Nor leſs, when he detics, a 
Ee'n Croſſes, from his ſov'reign Hand, 


Are Bleſſinge in Diiguiſe 


In thy fair Book of Lite divine, 
My God mfcribe my Name, 

"There jet it fill! ſome hamble Place, 
Beneath my Lord the Lamb! 


Thy Saunts, while Ages roll away, 
1 endlefs Fame ſurvive, 
Their Glories, o'er the Wrongs of Tims 


4zreatly triumphant, live, 


1H 


) 

| 
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HYMN CxxxII. | 

Ae has done all Things well, Mark vv. 37. | 

* OW in a Song of grateful Praiſe i 

To my dear Lord my Voice I'Hlraiſe, { 

With all his Saints 1']; join to tell, | 
My Jeſus has done all "Things well. 


All Worlds his glorious Power confeſs, 
His Wiſdom all his Works expreſs ; 

Bat, O his Love ! what Tougue can tell “ 

My Jeſus has doas all Things well. * 1 


How ſov'teign, wonderful and free, 
Has been this Love to finful Me! N 
This pluck'd me from the jaws of Hell, 
My u jeſus has done all Things well. | 
[ fourn'd his Grace, I broke his Laws; 

And yet he undertook my Cave, 

o ſave me, tho” I did revel 

My jeſus has done all Things well. 


And ſince my Saul has known bis Love, 
hat Mercies has he made me prove, 
Mercies which do ail Prazfe excel} z 
My Jeſugghgs done all Things well. 


Whene'er my Saviour and my God, 
Has on me laid his gentle Rad; 
| know in all that has befell. 


hs 


My Jeſus has done all Things well. 


Tho' many a fiery flaming Dart L 
The Tempter levels at my Heart; "3 


—̃ ̃ V— 
9 


6 * 
f 
* 


a 
[244 } 

Witt, this Jau his Rage repell, 

wy Jeias bas done all | hings well. 
-0tetime: my Lord his Face doth hide 
to make me prey, or kill my Pride; 
Yet then it on my Mind does dwell, 

My jeſus has done all hings well. 
Soon Nall I paſs the Wer! of Death, 
Aud ia his Arms wall loſe iny Breath; 
Vet then my bappy Sov! all tell, 
My Jeſus has done ail Fhings well, 
And when to that bright World T rie, 
And join the Anthems in the Skies; 
Above the reſt % Note mall ſwell 

My jeſus has done all Things well! 


HY M N CXXXIV. 
I Dok again, Jonah ii. 4. 


FEE a poor Sinner, deareſt Lord,. 
5 \\ hoſe Soul encourag'd by thy Word, 
At Mercy's Footitool would remain. , 
And there would look, and look again. 
How oft deceiv*d by Self and Pride 
Has my poor Heart been turn'd Ade, 
Ard lonah bike bas Red from thee, 
ill thou haſt look'd 2gain on me. 
Ah bring a wretched Wanderer home, 
And to thy Footſtool let me come. 
And tell thee all mv Grief and Pain, 
Ard wait and look, and louk again. 


(nes } 


Tube Courage then, my trembling Saul, 


Look from Chriſt will make thee whole, 


Putt thou in him tis not in vain, 
L-r wait and look, and look again. 


No Satan's Darts thy Soul mgleſt ? 

1 ocs dark Deſertion fill thy ti rcuſt ? 

rt thou almoit with Sorrows ſumn ? 

Vet wait and look, and look again. 

Do Fears and Doubts thy Soul annoy ? 
Ad thund'ring Tempeſts drown thy Joy? 
Ard canit thou nct one Smile obtain? 

Vet wait and look, aud look ag un. 

Look to the Lord, his Word, his Thrones 
Hook to his Grace, and not your own : 
There wait and look, and look again; 
You ſhall not wait, nor look in vam. 

Ere long that happy Day wil come, 
When I thall — my bliistui Home 3 
An when to Glory | attain, 

© thea Pl look, and look agabr, 


H Y MN CXXXV. 


i «now that my Redeemer liveth. Job. xix; 20; 


[| Know that my Redeemer lives, 


What Comfort this ſweet Scutence gives 


He lives ! he lives, who once was dead, 
He lives, my everliving Head, 
He hves triumphant from the Grave, 
He lives eternally to fare, | 
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e nves all glorious 1 in the Sky, 
He lives exalted there on High. 


IIe lites to bleſs me with his Lore. 
He Ives to plead for me above, 

He hes my hungry ooul to Faed, 
te lives to help in Time of Need. 


He ſires to grant me rich Supply, 

Ie lives to guide me with his E ye, 

He lives to comfort me when faint. 

Ile hves to hear my Souls Compliant. 


He lives to cruſh the Pow'rs of Heil, 
Ile lives that he may in me dwell, 

He lives to heal, and make me whole, 
He lives to guard wy fecble Soul. 


Le lives to filence all my Fears, 

IIe lives to op and wipe my Tears, 
He lives to cahn ray troubled Heart, 
Ile lives all Eleffings to impart. 


Lie lives my kind, wiſe, heav'nly Friend, 
Ile hres, and loves me to the End. 

He lixes, and while he lives 3'i! fing. 
He lives my Prophet, Pric? and King. 


He hves and grants. me daily Breath, 
He ives, and | ſhall conquer Death, 
He lives my Manſon to prepare, 
He lives to bring me ately there. 


He lives, all Glory,to his Name, 
He lives wy Jeſas n the fume ; 
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I the tyeet joy this Sentence gives, 
no that tiny Redeemer lives. 


HY MN. CXXXVL Him. Adsy. 3. 


OIN all who love the Saviour's Name, 
And ſing his evertaiting Fame. 
eat God prepare each Heart and Voice, 
lim for ever to gepoice. 


Of Him what wond'rous Things are told, 
in Him what Glones I behold : 
Lor Him 1 gladly all Things leave, 
% Him my Soul forever cleave. 


Him wy Treaſure's all contain'd, * 
lim my feeble Soul's ſuſtain'd. 
rom Him Lall Thiags do receive, 


Chro' Him my Soul does daily hive. 


With Him I daily love to walk, 
Of Him my Soul delights to talk, 
On Him I caſt my ex'ry Care, 1711 
Like Him one Day I hall appear. 
R 


Bleſs Him my Soul from _ to Day, 
Trut Him to bring thee on thy Way, 

ire Him thy poor weak final Heart, 
With Him, O never, never part. 


Take Him for Strength and Rightebuſncis, 

Hake Him thy Retuge i in Diſtreſs, © +6 
Lore Him above all earthly Joy, b 10918 
and Him in every Thing emplay, , ' 4 


— —— — 
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Praiſe Him in chenrful grateful Songs, 
To Him your higheſt Praiſe belongs; 
"Tis Him who does vour Heav'n prepare, 
And Him you'll praife tor ever there. 


H Y M N CXXXVII. 


APPY the Mun to whom tie given, 
To ent the Bread of Life in Heaven: 
This Happineſs in Chriſt we prove, 
Who feaſt on his forgiving Love. 


H YM N CXXXVIII. 
OR ail the Bleffings of the Day, 


Humble Thankgtving let us pay: 
And when to endleſs Day we foar, 
Our praite ſhall be tor evermore. 


Hail dear Redeemer | live and reign, 
Thou Lamb for fintul Mankind flain, 
Pre ſerver ot the ranſom'd Race, 
Exalted high in Truth, and Grace! 


Our Guide, chou all the Day haſt been, 
O iave us, Lord, from this Day's Sin : 
Re ta iu our Saviour ſtill, and be 

Our Hope, our Guard eternally. 

Into thy Hands we, finful Duſt, 

Our Souls commend, our Bodies truſt 2 
Nor doubt we, but our only Friend 
Loves, and will love us to the End. 


II M N CXXXIX. 
Praite to fie REDEEMER, 
.IN, ye Saints, the happy Song, 
Let Lore aſpire the Ihenic, 
is Tefus's Grace 
J hat calls for our Praiſe, 1 
was Jeſus alone did redeem, 'Y 


hen Juftice fix'd the Sinter's Fate 1 
In endleſs Woe to well. 
"Twas Jeſus that ttood 
Reſiſſing ro Hod, 
id ranſom'd the Sinner from Hell. 


ur only Advocate and Priend, 
The mighty Work He wrought ; 
Wen He bow'd his Head, 
"Tis fa A. He mud; © 
) Sinner, exult at the Thought ! ' 


\ tootleſs Victim to the Crots 
Iimſelt Ile chus rehgn'd, 
7 hen enter'd the ny 
The Wretched to fave, 
The Poor, and the Halt, and the Blind. 


Lol now in Bliss our Cauſe He pn, 
Till we behold his Face; 
Unchangeable Love 
To us He will prove, 
Eternal in Mercy aud Gracs, 


— 


SE: = 
Then let us lift our loudeſt Praiſe 
Jo Sion 's holy King; 
He's worthy we own 
Who ts on the Throne; 
Zoſanna to jeſus we ſing. 


IT MN CXL. John i. 14. 
The Woab was made Fleſh, and dwelt among us; 


HAT Joyful News faiutes our Eazy 
\ From vonder heav'nly Choir! 
How glorious the Song 
Of that happy | hrong ! 
To Him, whom AU N fr defire | 


Bebe what Gloties fill the Skies ! 
Hezr how they chant his Praiſe ! 
© Good Fidings we bri- g. 
* eat Jev fra VWur King : 
' Fear noſ—'" Tis a Meſſage of Grace. 


„% Ail Gt ry be 10 God aſcri , 
Who reryns enthron'd on high; 
„Le Pace v Earth," 
Ar tsus's Birth, 
*© Cuil unte Mi, is tbeir Cry. 


Hail. Eventas ric Faru, Fail! 
And yet th' Ice Gow ; 
Tho' © Th: Micyry Load, 
Thy Name be ador'd, 
An Infant in T ime art become. 


(1 
**"{come the dear-lor d, Parxce or 
„% Pact, 
Porn that we ne'er might die; 
The :*Couynith ports Fame, 
Ot WorpgsrfuL” ame, 
We fing in a Rapture of Joy, 
ud Hallelujahs reach the Sky 
At our IuaMuANUELT's Birth, 
The © Ax itrr or Days” 
His Merey difplays, 
V hile ho on of a Virgin on Earth. 


HY MN 'CXLI, 
Crri:T LoaD of ALL; 


A Li. Hil! rhe Great Immanuel' Name, 
4 \ Let Angels proitrate fall, 
ring forth the Royal Diadem 
nd crown Him Lord of All. 
„ hich-born craphs tune tbe Lyre, 
1d the: tune it fall 
ee who tuncs their Choir, 
er Him Lord of All. 
pe Murtyrs'of our God, 
i: Us. tvs Mar call; 
Ext tat ta ol 1e:4e's Rod, 
un crov Hun Lord of All. 
Crowe Him. - Morning Stars of Light, 
Who 8&1 this fonting Ball g 
Now lla he Strength of Hrael's Might, 
And crown lim Loid of All. 


I 


tt 
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Ye choſen Sced of Ifrart's Race, 
Ye ranſom'sd of the Fall, 
ail Him, who ſaves you by his Grace. 
And crown Him Lord of All. 


Hail Him, ye Heirs of David's Line, 
Whom David Lord did call ; 

The God Iocarnate 1 Man Divine! 
The crowned Lord of All. 


Sinners, whoſe Love can ne'er forget 
The Wormwood and the Gall, 

Go ſpread your Trophies at his Feet, 

And crown Fim Lord of All. 


Let er*'ry Tribe, and ev'ry Tongue 
That bound Creation's Ball, 
Now ſhout in Untrerfil Song, 


J he crowned Lord of All. 


H Y MM N CXLIH. Aſſurance, 


Debtor to Mercy alone, 
Of covenaat Mercy I ſing ; 
or fear with thy Righteouſnets on, 
My Perſon and RY ring to bring. 
The Terrors of Law and of Gor 
With me can have nothing to do; 
My Saviour's Obedience and Blood 
Hide all my Tranfgrefiions from View. 


The Wark which his Goodneſs began, 
The Arn of his Strength will complete; 
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{iis Promiſe is Yea and Amen, 

And never was forfeited yet. 

”hings future, not Things that are now, 

Not all Things below nor above, 
Dun make him his Purpoſe forego, 

Or ſever my Soul from his Love. 


My Name from the Palms of his Hands 
Eternity will not erate ; 
Lnpreft on his Heart it remains 
In marks of indetible Grace. 
es, Ito che End ſhall endure; 
As ſure as the Earneſt is given; 
More happy, but not more ſecure, 
Tae glocify'd Spirits in Heav'a. 


H YM N CXLIII. 
Worthy the Lau 


FF" LORY to God on high, 
Let Heav'n and Earth reply, 


Praiſe ye his Name! 
Angels his Love adore, 85 


Vino all our Sorrows bore, 
And Saints cry evermore, 


Worth the Lamb 0 


A!l they around the Ne 


Cheertully join in one, 


Praifirg his Name: 
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do, who have felt kis Blood 

Dealing our Peace with God, 

Sound Hs dear Fame ubroad ; 

Worthy the Lamb 


Join all the ranfom'd Race 
Our Lord and God to blels: 
Prulſe ye his Name 


Tu him we will rejoice, 

Making a cheertul Noiſe; 

And ſour, with! Heart and V oice, 
Worthy the Jamb 


Tho“ we muft changt out Place, 
Yet ſhall ve never ceaſe 
Praiſing his Name 


Ta him we'll Tribute bring; 
Hail him our gracious King ; 
Aud, without cealmy, fg, 
Worthy the Lats, 


HYMN CXLEV, GAC. 


RACE ! ds a chaithing Sound, 
Harmonious to the Ear: 
Heiv'n With the Echo ſhall reſound, 
And all the Earth ſtall hear. 


Grace ftrit contrir'd a Way 

To fare rebellious Man; 

{ And all the Steps that Grace diſplay; 
| Which drew the wond'/0us Plan. 


„ 
Twas Grace that wrote my Nanw 
In thy eternal Buok : 
Las Grace that gave to the Lamb, 
Who all my Sorrows took. 


Grace forc'd my wand' ring Feet 
To trend the neav'nly Road : 
And gew ſupplies each Hour I meet, 
While preiling on to God. 


Grace taught my Soul to pray, 
And made my yes o'erflow : 


'Twas Grace, which kept me to this Day, 
And will not let me go. 


rate all the Work thall crown, 
Throngh everlaſtinpg Days: 


I: lays in Heaven the top moſt Stonc, 
Aud well deſerves the Praite. 


O let thy Grace ſuipite 
My Sout with Streng u divine! 
lay all my Pow'rs to Thee aſpire, 

And all my Days be Thinc. 


HY MN CXLV. 
Reſtoring and Preſerving Grace: «+ 
TH all my Pow'rs of "Heart ard 
Teuyue, 
11! praiſe my Maker in mv ſang ; 
Angels mall hear the Notes I raiſe; 


Approve the Song, and join the Praiſe, 
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* God I ery'd, when Troubles roſe ; 
Is heard me, and ſubdu'd my Poes : 


My rifing Fears he did. controul, 
Ard Sti agth diffus'd through all my Soul. 


Amidſt arrhouſand Snares I ftand, 
Upbeld and guarded hy his Hand: 
Hi, Words wy toning Soul -evive, 
And keep my dying F. aith alive, 


Grace will complete what Grace begins, 
To ſave from Sorrows, and from Sins; 
The Work thut Wiidom undertakes, 
Eternal Mercy ac'er toriikes, 


Fl Y M N AL. 
Meditation on Gods Love. 


\ HEN Lang or and Diſeaſe invade 
This trembling Houle of Clay, 
is ſweet to look beyond our Cage, 
And long to fly away. 


Sweet to look inward, and attend 
The Whiipers of his Love ; 

S wert to look uph:ud to the Place 
Where jeſus pleads above, 


I © Sweet to look back, and. ſee my Name 

| In Life's fair Book ſet down ; 

Sweet to look forward, and behold 
Eternal Joys my own. 


© 
*Wwect to reflect, how Grace divine 
My fins on Jeſus laid ; 
Sweet to remember, that "bb Blcud 
My Debt of ſuff'ring paid. 


Sweet in his Rigkteouſneſs to ſtand, 
Which ſaves trom fecond Death; 
Zu eet to er petieace Day by Day 
His Spirit's quick'ning breath. 


— 


—— 


- 
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Sweet on lis Faithfulneſs to reſt, 
Whoſe Love can never ad; 
Sweet on his Covenant of Grace 

Fer ail Things to depend. 


2 


— 1 


Sweet in the Confidence of Faith, 
T's alt his firm Decrees; 

Sweet to lie paſſive in his Ha: ds, 
ad know no Will but His. 


It ſuch the Sweetneſs of the Streams, 
What muſt the Fauntuin be, | 
Where 8 Snigts and Angels draw their Bag 

Imme liately irom Thee. 


HYMN CXLVII. 
All my Springs are in thee. Pf. brexyii, 7. 
Bi the Lord, ry Sou? ; and aur 
A glad and gratetol gong 
To my dear Redecmer's Praify 3 * 
Fer Ito Him belong. | a ee 
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He my Goodneſs, Strength, and God, 
In whom I live, and move, and am, 
Paid my Ranſom with his Blood ; 
My Portion is the Lamb. 


Tho' Temptations ſeldom ceaſe; 
Tho' frequent Griefs I feel; 
Yet his Spirit whiſpers Peace; 
And he is with me ſtill: 
Wa of Body, fick in Saul, 
Depreſt at Heart, and faint with Fears, 
His dea Preſence makes me whole, 
And with ſweet Comfort chears. 


© my Jeſus, thou art Mine, 
With all thy Grace and Pow'r ; 
I am now, and all he Thiac, 
Vhen Time ſhail be no more. 
Thou reviv'it me by thy Death; 
Thy Blood from Guile has ſet me free; 
My freſh Springs of Hope, and Faith, 
And Love, are all in Thee. 


H YM N CXLVIII. 
Dependence on CAHRIST alone. 


F erer it could came to paſs, 
1 That Shes of Chriſt cb fall away z 
My fickle ferbſe Soul, alas! 

Would tall a thouſand Times a Day. 
Were not thy Love as firm as free, 


Thou ſoon would' A take it, Lord, from Me. 
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I on thy Promiſes depend, 
(At leaſt, I to depend deſire) 
That thou wilt love me to the End; 
Be with me in Temptation's Fire; 
Wilt r me work, and zz me too; 


And guide me right, and bring me through. 


No other Stay have I beſide; 
if thefe can alter, I mult Fill, 
{ look to Thee, to be ſupply d 


With Life, with Will, with Power, with All. 


Rich Souls may glory in their Store; 
But Jeſus will reheve the Poor, 


HYMN CEILIXE 
Custer the Bcliever's All: 


1 AMB of God, we fall before thee, 
Humbly truſting in thy Croſs, 
That alone be all our Glory; - 
All Things elſe are Dung ard Droſs. 
Thee we own a perfect Saviour; 

Only Source of all that's good 

Ev'ry Grace and ev'ry Favour 

Come to us thro” jeſu's Blood. 


Jeſus gives us true Repentance 

By his Spine ſent from Heav'n, 
Jeſus whilpers this ſweet Sentenee, 
Son, thy Sins are all forgiv'n. 
Faith he gives us to believe it: 
Grateful Hcarts his Love to ptize, 


S rw 
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Want we Wiſdom ? He mutt give it; 
Hearing Ears, and feeing Eyes. 


Jeſus gives us pure Aﬀections ; 
Wills to do what be requires; 
Makes us fallow his Directions; 
And what he commands, infpires. 
All our Pray rs, ard all our Praiſcs 
Rightly offer'd in his Name, 

He that dictates them, is jeſus ; 
He that anſwers, is the ſame. 


When we hve on jeſu's Merit, 

Then we worſhip God arigtt ; 

Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, 7 
Then we ſavingly unite 

Hear the whoic Conchifica ot it, 

Great or good, u hate et we call, 

God, or King, or Prieſt, oc Prophet, 
Jeſus Chriſt is All in All. 


IYMN CL 
The Prodigal, 
OW tor a wond*rous Song, 
(Keep Diftance, ye protane ; 
Be ſilent, each unhallow'd Tongue ; 
Nor turn the Truth to Bane.) 


The Prodigal's return'd, 
Th' Apoſtate bold and baſe ; 

That all bis Father's Counſels fpurn'd, 
And long abuy' hy Grace, 
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What Treatment fince he came? 
Love tenderly expreſt. 


What Robe is brought to hide his Shame ? 
The beſt ; the very bet. 


Rich Pood the Servants bring, 
Sweet Muſte charms his Ears, 
Sce what a beauteous coſtly Ring 
The Beggar's Finger wears 


Ye elder Sons, be ſtill; 
Give no bad Paition vent: 

\\,v Grethren, tis our Pather's Will, 
And you muſt be content. 


All that he bas is Yours : 
Rejoice ther, not repine. 

That Love that all your States ſecures, 
That Love has alter'd mine. 


Good God, are theſe thy Ways ! 
It Rebeis thus are freed, 

and favour'd with peculiar Grace, 
Grace mutt be tree indeed. 


:B&# + ee. 
Salvation to the Lams. 


OOR Simucr, come, cuſt of hy W 3 
And raiſe thy drooping Head. 
Come, fing with all _ Sinners here, 
Jeſus, who once was dead. 
Salven fing 5 no Word more met 
To jour to Jeſu's Name. k 
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Let er'ry thankful Tongue repeat, 
Saiva'ion tn the Lamb. 


Saints, from the Garden to the Croſs 
Your conqu'ring Lord purſue. 

V. no, dearly to redeem your Loſs, 
Groan'd, bled, and died for You : 

Now reigns victorious over Death, 
The glonovs great I AM. 

Let ev'rv Soul repeat, with Faith, 
Salvation to the Lamb. 


When we incurr'd the Wrath of God; 
(Alas! what could we worte ?) 

He came, and with his own Heart's Blood 
Redeem'd us from the Curſe, | 

This Paſchal Lamb, our heav'oly Meat, 
Was roaſted in the Flame. 

Acpeat, ye ranſom d Souls, repeat, 
Sal vation to the Lamb. 


H YMN CI 


In that Day there ſhall ben Fountein opened to 
the Route of David, aud to the Inhabitants of 
Jeruſalem, for Sin and for Uncl:anneſs. Zech. 
xiii. 1. 


HE. Fountain of Chriſt, 
Aſſiſt me to ting, 
The Blood of our Prieſt, 
Our crucity'd King; 
Which perfeetiy cleauſes 
From Sin, and trom Filth ; 
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And nchly difpenſes 
Salvation and Health, 


This Fountain ſo.dear 
He'll freely 1mpart ; 
Unlock'd by the Spear, 
It guſh't from his Heart. 
With Blood, and with Water, 
The firſt to atone, 
To cleanſe us the latter ; 
The Fountain but Ons, 


This Fountain js ſuch 
(As Thouſands can tel 
The Moment we touch: | 
It's Streams, we are well. 
All Waters befide them 
Are full of the Curſe; 
For all that have try'd them 
Swell, rot, and grow worſe, 


This Fountain, fick Soul, 
Recovers thee quite; 
Bathe here, and be whole; 
Waſh here, and be white 
Mhatever Diſeaſes 
Or Dangers befal, 
The Fountain of Jeſus 
Will rid thee of all. 


This Fountain from Guilr 
Not only makes pure; 


— 
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And gives, ſoon as felt, 
Infailible Cure; 
But if Guilt removed 
Return, and remain, 
tz Pow'r may be proved 
Again, and again. 


This Fountain unſeal d 
Stands open fer all, 
That long to be heal'd, 
The Great, and the small; 
Here's Strength for the M cakly, 
That hither are led; 
Here's tizalth for the Sickly ; 
Here's Life for the Dead. 


This Fountain, tho? rich, 
From Charge is quite clear; 
The poorer the Wretch 
The welcomerthere. 
Come needy, come guilty, 
Come loathſome and bare 3 
Your can't come too filthy 
Come juit as you are. 


This Fountain in vain 
Has never been try'd ; 

It rakes our all Ho : 
Whenever d: 

The Water 23 
With V wruc divine, 

To cleanſe Souls complcatly, 
Tho! leprous as mine. 
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HYMN - CLEI. 


The Name of Jfsus. 
OW ſweet the Name of jeſus ſounds 
In a Believer's Far? 
It fooths his Sorrows, heals his Wounds, 
And drives away his Fear. 


it makes the wounded Spirit whole, 
And calms the troubled Breaſ: ; 

'Tis Manna to the hungry Soul, 
And to the Weary rett. 


Near Name | the Rock on whick 1 buiid, 
My ſhield and hiding Place ; 

My never-failinz Treas' ry fill' 4 
With boundl-is Stores of Grace. 


jeſus my Shepherd, Huſband, Friend 
My Prophet, Prieſt, and King 4 

My Lord, my Life, my Way, nis En#, 
Accept the raiſe I bring. 


Weak is the Effort of my Heart, 
And cold my warmeſt Thouzht ; 

Bit when I fee thee as thou ant, 
PH praiſe thee as I ought. 


»Tul then I would thy Love proclaim 
With ev'ry flecting Breath ; 
Ana may the Muſic of thy Name 


Refreſh my Soul in Death. 


A a 


J. 


- — wr "7 _ —— 
5 - 


T ab6- ] 
H Y M N. CLetY, 
Pry ts for tne Fountain opened. 
HIER is a Fountain filled with Blood 
Drawn from Emmanuet's Veins ; 
And S$icacrs, ung ds beneath that Flood, 
Locke 11 their guilty Stains, 


The dying Thief rejoic d to ſce 
That Feuntain in his Day; 

Ard there have I, as vile as he, 
Waſh'd all my — away. 

Dear dying Lamb. thy precious Blood 
Sball never tute its Four; 

Till all the ranſom'd Church of God 
Be tav'd. to sin no more. 
„E'er fince, by Faith, Ia the Stream 
hy flowing Vounds ſupply : i 9 

Redeeming le e has been my Theme, 
And thull be till I die. 


Then in a nobler ſweotr?s Song 
In fing thy Pow'r to ſare; 

When this poor liiping ſtamm' ring Tongue 
Lies flea 1 in the Grave. 


Lord, | believe thou hail prepar'd 
 (Umvorthy tho' I be) 
e me a Blood-bought free Reward, 


A golden Harp tor we ! 


Is, ſtrung, and tun'd, for cndleſs Years, 
Aud form'd by Pow'r divine; 


[ 267 J 
To ſound, m God the Fathers Lars, 
NG other Name but thine. 


MT MN CLY; 
The Poor of Bern: 2A. 
ESIDE the Guſpel Pocl _ 
ppointed for the Poor; 
From v. er 9 ) - car, my helpleſs So.k 
Has & ited t- Cute. 


Flow oſten have I ſcen 
The healing Waters move: 

And others, round me, ſtepping 5a 
Ihe ir Efficacy prove. 


But my Complaints remain, 
feel the rery fame ; 

As fall of Guilt, nd Fear, Pa, 
As when at ſuſt I came. 


would the Lid: $4 mas 
My Maiady to heal; 
He knows how long I've bin; aid uere, 
And whar Dilireſs I teet. 


How often have I thought 
Why ſhould [| longer lie: 

S: arely the Mercy I have fou ht 
13 not far fach as J. 


But whither can 1 go? 
There is no other Pool 

Where Streams of fov'retgn Virtuc fow 
Ts make a Sinner whole, 
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Here then, from Day to Day, 
I'll wait, and hope, aud try ; 

Can ſeſus hear a Sinner pray, 
Yet ſuffer hin to die:? 


No: te is foil of Grace ; 
He never will permit 

A Syul, that fri. would fee his Face, 
To perith at Ils Feet. 


HY M N eLvI. 


L. ght ſhining out of darkneſs. 
OD moves in a myſterious Way, 
J li:s Wonders to perform; 
Ile plants his Footſteps in the Sea, 
Aud rides upon tlie Storm. 


Deep in uufathoinable Mines 
Of never tailing Skill; 

Ie Treafures up his bright Deſigus, 
Aud Works his foveretign Will. 


Ye fearful Saints freſh Courage take, 

"The Clouds ye fo much dread _ , 
Are big with Mercy, and ſhall break 

In Blefags on yoor Head. 


Judge net the Lord by feeble Senſe, 
But truſt him for his Grace; 
Behind a frowrin, Providence, 
de kides a ſtuiliug Face, 


* 
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113 Purpoſes will ripen faſt, 
Unfolding ev*ry + wk [| 
I be Bud ma iy have a Bitter 2 | 
ut ſweet will be the Flow 


Blind Unbelief is ſure to err, 
And ſcan bis Work in vain; 
Go is his own Interpreter, 
And he will make it plain. 
H Y M N CLVII. 
Spiritual Apparel, namely, The Robe of Righte- 


vutucis, and Garments of Salvat: on. 
I: A» Ixt. 10. 


AS AKE, my Heart, ariſe my Tongus, 
re pare a tunctul Voice, | 
I: Cod, the Life of all my Joys, 
4 Yu will J rejoice. 
"Tis he adurn'd my naked Soul, 
* made Salvation nüng; 
Upon a poor pe Huated Worm 
He makes his Graces ſhine. 


And leſt the Shadow of a Spot 
Should on my Soul be found, 

IF: took the Robe the Saviour wrought, 
And calt it all around. 


How far the heav'nly Robe exceeds 
What carth] y Princes wear! 
Theſe Ornaments, how bright tis: tin! 
How white the Garments are ! * 
AS2 0 
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The Spirit wo rought my Eaith, aud Love, 
And Hope, and ev*'ry Grace; 


But le ſus ipent his Life to work 
The Robe ot Rightcoutuels. 


trangely, my Soul, art thou array'd 
By the great Sacred IThrce! 

'n fwerteſt Harmony of Praiſe 
Let all thy Powers agree. 


13.3 MN CLYHL 
Luc Hopes of Heaven cur Support wider Trials 
on Earth, 
HEN I can read my Title clear 
To Manſions in the Skies, 
bid tarewel to er'ry Fear, 
And wipe my weeping Eves. 


Should Earth againſt my Soul engage, 
And helliſh — be hur! d, 

1 hen I can faile at Satin's Rage, 
And face a frowning World. 


Let Cares like a wild Deluge come, 
And Storms of Sorrow fall; 

May T but {ately reach my Home, 
My God, my Heav'n, my All: 


There Hall I bathe my weary Sou! 
Ig Sas of heav'nly Reft, 

And not 4 Ware of Trouble roll 
Acroſs my peaceful Rreaſt. 


er gs ——— 


1 277 1 


DIS MISSION. 


1998 diſmiſs us with thy Bleſſing: 
Fill our Hearts — and Peace, 
Let us each, thy Love poſſeſſing, 
Triumph in Kedeemirg Grace. 
O refreſh: us, O retreſh us, O, &c. 
Trav'ling through this Wilderneſs. 


Tanks we give and Hdoratior, 
For thy Ces joyful Sound; 
May the Fruits of thy Salvation, 
In gur Hearts and Lives be found, 
May thy Preſence, &c. 
With us, cvermore be found. 


>0, whene'er the Signal's given, 
Us from Farth to call away, 
Borne on Angel's Wings to Heayen, 
Glad the Summons to obey, 
May we ever, &. 


Reign with Chriſt in Endleſs Day. 


The Same. 


F Jeſus is yours, Von have a true Friend, 


His Goodneſs endures, The ſame to the end, 


Your Tempers may vary, Your Comforts de- 


E | eli 
You cannot miſcarry, Your Aid is divutes 


. 


4 2 . 
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The Same. 


IIS God is the God we adore, 
Our faithful unchangenble Friend, 

Whoſe Lore is as large as his Pow'r, 
And neither knows Meuſure nor End, 
"Tis jeſus t Firſt and the ! aft, 
Whoſe Spirit fall guide us ſafe Home, 
We'll praiſe him tor all that is paſt, 
And truſt him for all that's to come. 


The Same. 
* Alvation ! Othe joyful Sound ! 


Lis Pleafure to our Fars ! 
ſov'reign Balm for ev ry Wound, 
* Cordial for our Feats! 
Salvation | letthe Echo fly 
The ſpacious Earth acoun d. 
While all the Armacs ot te Sky 
Conſpire to rare the Sound. 


CHOQERtU-S 


Glory; Honour, Praife and Power. 
Re. u. up 6 the Lamb tor ever, 
Jeſus Ch $ GUT Redeemer, | 
Wale Hallelw jah Hallelujah ! 
Praiſe the Lord. | 


a+ 


The Same. 


Iſmiſs us with thy Blefling, Lord, 
Help us to feed upon thy Word, 
All that has been amiſs, forgive, 
And let thy Truth within us live. © 


— 2 1 — 


„5 4 „„ — 
* 


Tho! we ace Guilty, thou art Gould, 
V,afh all our Works in jeſu's Blood; 
Give ev'ry fetter'd Soul releafe, 
And bid us all depart in Peace. 


The Same. 4 
UR Lives, our Blood ive here prefent, | 
If tor thy Sake they may be ſpent ; ! 


Fulkl thy ſov'reign Counſel, Lord, | 
Thy Will be done, thy Name ador d. | 


Thc Same. 
'S Ive us thy Strength, thou God of Pow'r, 
IF 


Then let Men Scorn, and Satan roar, 
Thy faichful Witneſſes we'll be; . 
Lis ixt—we can do all through the. 


* The Same. 


ER CV, goed Lord, Mercy I crave ;7 
This is the total Sum; 
For Mercy, Lord, is all my Suit, 


Lord, let thy Mercy come. -, 


LY 
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The Same. 


WS 
O-farthcr go to Night, but ſtay, 
Dear Sas hour, till the Break of Day, 
Turn in, dear Lord, with me; | 
And in the Morning, when I wake, 
ie in thine Arms, my ſeſus take, 
And Il goon with Thee. 


The Same. 


Will y me down to fleep, 
And iately take my Reſt; 
Me commend to Teſu's Crace, o 3 
Aud as bpon bis Breaſt. 
So, it Jens plesfe, PH ſeep, 
While Troops of Angels ate my Guard ; 
O, my Shepherd. love and keep, 
And be my great Reward. 


The Same. 


ONE but Jcſus will we ſing, 

None ele will we adore ; 
| He our Prophet, Prieſt, and King. 

4 Shall be tor ever more. | 

Nose ameng the heav'nly Pow'rs. 

8 Nor one on Earth, our Praiſe may claim ; 
*  Nohe but Jefus cull we ours, 
Mone but the ble-ding Lamb! 


s 
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DOXOLOGIES. 
Raiſe God, from whom all Bleſſings flow, 
Praiſe him all Creatures here below, 


Praiſe him above ye heav'niy Hoſt, - 
Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
O Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft, 
Onc God whom we adore, 


Be Glory, as it was, is now, 
Aud ſhall be ever mare. 


* 
— 


. 
* 


One God whom we adore, 

Join we with the hear*nfy Hoſt * 
To praiſe thre ever more. 3 

Live by Heaven and Earth ador d,. 
Thrce in One, aud One in Three, 

Holy, holy, holy Lor. 51 
All Glory be to Thee. ; 


ING we to our God «bore, 
DJ) Praiſe, eternal as his Love : 
Praife him all ye heat üly Hoſt, 
Father, Son, and Hely Ghotk. 


Toihis dear Sou, who deign'd ro 
Our Guite and Curſe t emo 
To that bleſt Sririt, who Life imparts, 
Who fules in all believing Hearts, 
Be endleſs „ Prnte and Love. 


12 God who reigns enthronꝰd gh, / 
es. 


ATHER, Son, and Holy Ghott, .,, __, 


4 was * 
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O Father, Sen, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Be FPraiſe amidit the heav 'oly Hott, 
nd in the Church brlow ; : 
From whom all Creatures d w their Birth, 


By whom Redemption bleſt the Earth, 
From v Ow al Comſorts flow. 


IVE to the Father Praiſe, : 
G:ve Glory tothe Son, 
And to the Spirit of his - hk 


Be equal onours dun 
O God the Fat er": Throne, 
Perpetual . 5 


Glory to God the Son, 
To Ged che Spirit Praiſ.; 
With all our Pow'rs, 
Eternal! King, 

Thy Name we Hug, * 
While F: aith adores., 


_ The followin erſe is ſometimes ing the 4 
Verte ng the 48th tymn, Page 40. 


0 may I hrar ſome humble Part 
Wo that immortal Song, 
and Love ſhall tune my Heart, 


* command my Tongue. 
it : | : , 


